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patroneft. The charms that Jhine out in theperfon of 
your Grace, may convince every one, that there is nothing 
unnatural in the power which is afcrihed to the beauty of 
Andromache* 

TheftriS regard I have had to decency and good man- 
ners throughout this work, is the greatefi merit /pretend 
fo plead in favour of my prefumption ; and is, I am fen* 
Gblc, the only argument that can recommend it mofi'cjfcSu- 

ally to your protection* 

i 
lam, 

with the gredtefi tcfpeEt) 

Madam, 

your Grace's mojl humble 

and moft obedient fervant. 

AMBROSE PHILIPS. 



THE 

DISTREST MOTHER 



Is a tranflation by Ambrose Philips from the 
Andromaque of the great French dramatic poet 
Racine. It was acted originally at Drury-Lane 
Theatre, and firft printed in. 1712. . 

To thofe who confine their admiration to the ftrong 
fabrics of our dramatics of the golden age of Englifh 
poefy, the beginning of the feventeenth century, the 
prolixity of harangue, and the tedious progreffion of 
the action, characleriftic of the French drama, are 
not likely to pafs without their ufual- reprobation. 
Yet many fine touches of nature. confideraUy enliven 
the dumber of the ftage, and much flow and facility 
of expreffion gives to the conveyance of elegant fenti- 
ments the drefs they beft delight to adopt. - 

The tafte of Addison Teems confiderably to have 
fluctuated. — He naturally, it may be prefumed from 
the (elections in the Spectator, loved the gorgeous 
grandeur of Shakspeare, and the fublime and pro- 
found delineations of Milton, — but he deferred too 
much to the predominant authorities of the French 
critics. Boileau hurried him into a ftigma of the 
Tufcan mufe, which even the fairer critics of our 
own day are fcarcely able to fupplant — and people 
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talk of the ttnfel of Torquato Tasso, becaufe Ad- 
dison had fccondcd the ungrounded cenfure of Boi- 
leau. It too frequently happens, that, without the 
trouble of thought, the deliberation of decifion, the 
herd of fraatterers in letters follow the critic Bell- 
weather, even when he tinkles them from their 
proper bounds. 

Addison found this play perfectly confonant with 
the axioms of his French dogmatizers, and the Spec- 
tators were filled with its praifes* Philips it wae 
alfo his pleafure to lift into a rivalry with Pope ; 
and the compofition of the Mariamne of Fentor* 
the original author, .never wreftcd fuch vehemence 
of praife as the tranjlatlon of Philips from the ori- 
final of Racine, 

I recoiled* to have feen this piece performed with 
the powerful fupport of Mrs. Crawford and Mrs. 
Yates, and, even then, fmall was the efTedl produced 
upon the heart — The fcenes are too cold and decla- 
matory—and the perfonages are confiderabjc fuf. 
ferers, by. being above our pity and fuperior to our 
lympathy. 



PREFACE. 



?n all the works of genius and invention, whether in rerfe or 
.profe, there are in general but three manners' of ftyle 5 the one 
fubJime and full of majefty 5 the other fimple, natural, and 
eafy \ and the third, fwelling, forced, and unnatural. An in* 
judicious affectation and fiibtimky is what has betrayed a great 
«any authors into the latter \ not confideimg that real great* 
nefs in writing, as weU as in manners, confifts in an oniffecled 
(impliclty. The true fubllme does not He in (trained meta- 
phors and the pomp of woids, but rifes out of noble fentiments 
and ftrong images of nature j which will always appear the more 
confpkuous, wton the language does not (well to hide and over- 
ftadow them, 

Thefe are the con fide rations that have induced me to write 
this tragedy in a ftylc very different from what has been ufually 
pra&ifed amongft us in poems of this nature. I have had the 
advantage to copy after a very great m after, whofe writings are 
defervedly admired in all parts of Europe, and whofe excellen- 
cies are too well 'known to the men of letters in this nation, to 
Hand in need of any farther difcovery of them here. If I have 
been able to keep up to the beauties of Monfieur Racine in 
my attempts, and to do him no prejudice in the liberties I have 
taken frequently to vary from Co great a poet, I (hall have no 
reafon to be difTatisfied with the labour it has colt me to bring 
the compleateft of his works upon the Englifh ftage. 

I (hall trouble my reader no farther, than to give him feme 
flioit hints relating to this play, from the preface of the French 
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author. The following line* of Virgil mark out the fcene, the 
action, and the four principal actors in this tragedy, together 
wkh their diftinct characters ; excepting that of Hermione, 
whefe rage and jealoufy is fufficiently painted in the Andro- 
mache of Euripides. 

Xfittoraqut Epiri legimui, po tuque fubimue 
C6aonh 9 et eel/am Butbreti afeendimus urbem— 
Stlemnet tum/wU dapes % et triftia dona 
Libabai citteri Andromache^ manefqve voeabat 
He&oreum ad tumuium, miridi quern cefpite iitantm, 
Et geminat, caufam latrymu % facraverat arae-~ 
Dejecit vultuMj et demijfa voce locuta eft : 
felix una antt alias Priameta virgo, 
Hoflilem adtuMvluMf Trojafub manibusaltU 
Jufa mori ! qua fori hut non petttdit ullot, 
Nee vifiorii beri tetigit enptiva eubile, 
NoJpatria ittcenfa, diver/a per aquora vecla, 
Stirpis Achillea fa/li4S t juvenemqvefuperbum> 
ServHlo enixa tulimus l qui deind* fecutus 
Ledaam Hermianem, Lacedmmoniofque hymenals— 
Aft ilium erepfa magna inflammatus amore 
Conjugh, etfcelerum Fur tit agitatut Oreftes 
Excipit incauium patriafque obtruncat ad aras* 

Viae. .55n. Lib. iii. 



The great concern of Andromache, in the Greek poet, is for 
the life of Moloflus, a fon (be had by Pyrrhus. But it is more 
conformable to the general notion we form of that princefs, at 
this great dhtance of time, to reprefent her as the difconfolate 
widow of Hector, and to fuppofe her the mother only of Afty- 
anax. Confidered in this light, no doubt, (he moves our com. 
paflion much more effectually, than (he could be imagined to 
do in any diftrefs for a fon by a fecond hufband. 
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In order to bring about this beautiful inciden t, 10 necefiary 
to heighten in Andromache the character of a tender mother, 
an affectionate wife, and a widow full of veneration for the me- 
mory of her deceafed hufband, the life of AOymax is indeed 
a little prolonged beyond the term fixed to it by the general 
con fen t of the ancient authors. But fo long »s there is no- 
thing impiobable in the fuppofition, a judicious critic will al- 
ways be pleafed when he find* a matter of fact (efpecially Co far 
removed in the dark an J fabulous ages) falfified, for the cm bel- 
li fh meat of a whole poem. 
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Pyre bus, fin rf Achilles, 
Phoenix, councilor to Pyrrhus, 
Om$Tis,yc/i o/* Agamemnon, 
Ptlao£s,/WW/o Oreftes, 

Andromache, Hedlor's widow, 
Cephisa, confidante to Andromache, 
Hermione, daughter to Menelaus, 
Cleome, confidante to Hermione, 

Attendants on Pyrrhus and Oreftes, 



Men. 
Mr. Palmer. 
Mr. Packer. 
Mr. Kemblc. 
Mr. Barrymore. 

Women. 
Mifs Kern Me. 
Mifs TidfwelL 
Mrs. Siddons. 
Mifs Collins. 



COVENT-GARDEh\ 



PyrrhuSj/mi^ Achilles, 
Phoenix, counsellor to Pyrrhus, 
Orestes, fin of Agamemnon, 
PlXADES, friend to Oreft?s, 

Andromache, Hector's widow, 
Cephisa, confidante to Andromache, 
Hermione, daughter to Menelaus, 
Clione, confidante to Hermione, 



Men. 
Mr. Pope. 
Mr. Macready. 
Mr. Holman. 
Mr. Davies. 

Women. 
Mrs. Pope. 
Mrs. Morton. 
Mifs Brunton. 



Mifs Stuart. 
Attendants on Pyrrhus and Oreftes, &c. 
The Scene, a great hall in the court of Pynhus, at Buthrotos, 
the capital city ofEpirus. 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 



The Palace ofPrKKH vs. Enter Orestes, Pylades, 
and Attendant/. 



Oreftes. 

Opylades ! what's life without a friend ! 
At fight of thee my gloomy foul cheers up ; 
My hopes revive, and gladnefs dawns within me. 
After an abfence of fix tedious moons, 
How could I hope to find my Pylades, 
My joy, my comfort, on this fatal more ? 
Even in the court of Pyrrhus ! in thefe realms, 
Thcfe hated realms, fo crofs to all my wifhes. 
Oh, my brave friend ! may no blind ftroke of fate 
Divide us more, and tear me from myfelf. 

PjL O prince ! O my Oreftes ! O my friend f — 
Thus let me fpeak the welcome of my heart. 
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Since 1 have gain'd this unexpe&ed meeting, 
Bleft be the powers who barr'd my way to Greece, 
And kept me here ! e'er fince the unhappy day 
When warring wi nds (Epirus full in view) 
Sunder 'd our barks on the loud, ftormy main. 
OrcJL It was, indeed, a morning full of horror 1 
Pyl. A thoufand boding cares have rack'd my fo ul 
Cn your behalf. Often, with tears, I raourn'd 
The fatal ills, in which your life's involv'd ; 
And grudgM you dangers which I could not (hare. 
I fearM to what extremities the black defpair 

That prey'd upon your mind, might have be tray'd 
you, 

And left the gods, in pity to your woes, 

Should hear your pray*rs, and take the life you loath'd. 

But now with joy I fee you ! — —The retinue, 

And numerous followers that furround you here, 

Speak better fortunes, and a mind difpos'd 

Torefimlife. 

Oreft. Alas 1 my friend, who knows 

The defHny to which I ftand referVd 1 

I come in fearch of an inhuman fair ; 

And live or die, as (he decrees my fate. 
Pjf. You much ferprife me, prince !— — I thought 
you cur*d 

Of your anpity*d, unfuccefsfhipaffion. 

Why, in Epirus, mould you hope to find 

Hermione left cruel, than at Sparta ? 

I thought her pride, and die difdainfui maimer 

In which (he treated air your conftant ftrfPrings, 

Had broke your fetters, and afiarM your freedom; 

A&am'd of your repulfe, and flighted vows, 
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You hated her ; you talk'd df her no / raore : 
Prince, you deceif'd me. 

Orefl* I deceiv'd myfelf. 
Do not upbraid the unhappy man, that lores thee. 
Thou know'ft I never hid my paJTion from thee ; 
Thou faw'ft it in its birth and in its progrefs ; 
And when at laft the hoary king, her father, 
Great Menelaus, gave away his daughter, 
His lovely daughter, to the happy Pyrrhus, 
Th' avenger of his wrongs, thou faw'ft my grief, 
My torture, my defpair ; " and how I dragg'd, 
%t From fea to fea, a heavy chain of woes." 
O Pylades ! my heart has bled within me, 
To fee thee, preft with forrows not thy own, 
Still wand'ring with me like a bantfh'd man ! 
Watchful, and anxious for thy wretched friend, 
To temper the wild tranfporti of my mind, 
And fave me from myfel£ 

Pyl Why thus unkind? , 

Why will you envy me the pleating talk 
Of generous love, and fympathizing friendfliip? 

Orefi. Thou miracle of truth — but hear me on. 
When in the midft of my difaftrous fate, 
I thought how the divine Hermione, 
Deaf to my vows, regardlefs of my plaints, 
Gave up herfelf, in all her charms, to Pyrrhus $ 
Thou may'ft remember, I abhorr'd her name, 
Strove to forget her and repay her icora. 
I made my friends, and even rayfelf, believe 
My foul was freed;. Ala&t I did not fee, 
That all the matice of my heart was love. 
Triumphing tbua, sad yet a cajttwr ftill, 
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In Greece I landed : and in Greece I found 
The a/Tembled princes all alarm'd with fears, 
In which their common fafety feera'd concerned. 
I join'd them : for Lhop'd that war and glojy 
Might fill my mind, and take up all my thoughts : 
And, that my fhatter'd foul, impaired with grief, 
Once more would reafTume its wonted vigour, 
And ev'ry idle pafHon quit my breaft. 

Pyl. The thought was worthy Agamemnon's fbn. 

Orcft. But fee the ftrange perverfenefs of my ftars, ^ 
Which throws me on the rock I ftrove to fhun ! 
The jealous chiefs, and all the {hates of Greece, 
With one united voice complain of Pyrrhus ; 
That now forgetful of the promife giv'n, * 
And niindlefs of his godlike father's fate, 
Aftyanax, he nurfes in his court ; 
Aftyanax, the young, furviving hope 
Of ruin'd Troy ; Aftyanax, defcended 
From a long race of kings ; great He&or's fon. 

Pyh A name ftill dreadful in the ears of Greece ! 
But, prince, you'll ceafe to wonder why the child 
Lives thus protected in the court of Pyrrhus, 
When you (hall hear, the bright Andromache, 
His lovely captive, charms him from his purpofe : 
The mother's beauty guards the helplels fon. 

Oreft. Your tale confirms what I have heard ; and 
hence 
Spring all my hopes. Since my proud rival wooes 
Another partner to his throne and bed, 
Hermione may ftill be mine. Her father, 
The injur'd Menelaus, thinks already 
His daughter flighted, and th' intended nuptials 
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Too long delay'd. I heard his loud complaints 
With fecret pleafure ; and was glad to find 
Th* ungrateful maid neglected in her turn, 
And all my wrongs aveng'd in her difgrace. 

PyL Oh, may you keep your juft refentmentt 
watm! 

Ore/I. Refentnients ! Oh, my friend, too foon I 
found 
They grew not out of hatred ! Pm betray'd : 
I practice on myfelf ; and fondly plot 
My owh undoing. Goaded on by love, 
I canvafs'd all the fuffrages of Greece : 
And here 1 come their fworn ambaffador, 
To fpeak their jealoufies, and claim this boy. 

PyL Pyrrhus will treat your embafiy with fcorn. 
Full of Achilles, his redoubted fire, 
Pyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headftrong, fierce j 
Made up of paffions : Will he then be fway'd, 
And give to death the fon of her he loves i 

Ortft. Oh, would he render up Hermione, 
And keep Aftyanax, I mould be bleft ! 
He muft ; he (hall. Hermione is my life, 
My foul, my rapture ! — I'll no longer curb 
The ftrong defire that hurries me to madnefs ? 
I'll give a loofe to love ; I'll bear her hence ; 
I'll, tear her from his 'arms ; I'll — 0, ye gods I 
Give me Hermione, or let me die 1 . ■ ■ 
But tell me, Pylades ; how (land my hopes ? 
Is Pyrrhus ftill enamour'd with her charms ? 
Or doft thou think he'll yield me up the p^jze, 
The dear, dear prize, which he has ravifh'd from 
me? 



I* THE D1STREST MOTHER. Act L 

/y. I dare not flatter your fond hopes lb far ; 
The king, indeed, cold to the Spartan Princtfi, * 
Turns all his paffion to Andromache, 
Hector's affiled widow. Bot in vain, 
With interwoven love and rage, he fues 
The charming captive, obftinately cruel. 
Oft he alarms her for her child confin'd 
Apart ; and when her tears begin to flow, 
As foonhe ftops them, and recalls his threats* 
Hermione a thoufand times has feen 
His ill-requited vows return to her ; 
And takes his indignation all for love. < 

What can be gathered from a man fo various i 
He may, in the diforder of his foul, < 

Wed her he hates ; and punifh her he loves. 

QreJL But tell me how the wrong'd Hermione 
Brooks her flow nuptials, and difhonour'd charms i 

PyL Hermione would fain be thought to fcorn 
Her wavering lover, and difdain his falfehood ; 
But, fpite of all her pride and confcious beauty, 
She mourns in fecret her neglc&ed charms ; 
And oft has made me privy to her tears : 
Still threatens, to be gone : yet ftill fhe ftays ; 
And fometimes fighs, and wifties for Oreftes : 

Orefi. Ah, were thofe wifhes from her heart, my 
friend, 
I'd fly in tranfport— [FlouAJb within* 

PyL Hear! — the king approaches 
To give you audience. Speak your embafly 
Without referve : urge the demands of Greece j 
And, in the name of all her kings, require, 
That Hector's fon begiv'n into your hands, 
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Pyrrhas, inftead of granting what they afk, 
To fpeed his love and win the Trojan dame, 
Will make it merit to prefenre her fon. 
But, fee j he comes. 

Oreft. Mean while, my Pylades, 
/ Go, and difpoie Hermione to fee 
Her lover, who is come thus far, to thr6w 
Himfelf, inalihisforrows, at her feet* 

Enter Ptrrhus, Phoenix, and Attendant*. 

Before I fpeak the mcflage of the Greeks, 

Permit me, fir, to glory in the title 

Of their ambaffador j fince I behold 

Troy's vanquifher, and great Achilles' fori. 

Nor does the fon rife ftiort of fuch a father 1 

If Hector fell by him. Troy fell by you. 

But what your father never would have done, 

You do. You cherifh the remains of Troy j 

And by an ill-tim'd pity keep alive 

The dying embers of a ten years war. 

Have you fo foop forgot the mighty Heftor ? 

The Greeks remember his high brandilh'd fwordr-— ' 

That fill'd their ftates with widows and with orphans, 

For which they call for vengeance on his fon. 

Who knows what he may one day prove ? Who 

knows 
But he may brave us in our ports ; and, fill'd 
With Hector's fury, fet our fleets on blaze. 
You may, yourfelf, live to repent your mercy. 
Comply, then, with the Grecians' juft demands ; 
Satiate their vengeance, and preferve yourfelf. 
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Pyr. The Greeks are for my fafety more concerned 
Than I defire. 1 thought your kings were met s" 
On more important counfel. When I heard 
The name of their ambaffador, 1 hop'd ; . 

Some glorious enterprize was taking birth. 
Is Agamemnon's fon difpatch'd for this ? 
And do the Grecian chiefs, renown'd in war, 
A race of heroes, join in clofe debate, 
To plot an infant's deatl) ! — What right has Greece 
To afk his life ? Muft I, muft I alone, 
Of all the fcepter'd warriors, be deny'd 
To treat my captive as I pleafe ? Know, prince, 
When Troy lay fmoking on the grdund, and each 
Proud victor (har'd the harveft of the war, 
Andromache and this her fon were mine ; 
, Were mine by lot 5 and who (hall wreft them from 

me ? 
Ulyffes bore away old Priam's queen ; 
Caffandra was your own great father's prize j 
Did I concern myfelf in what they won ? 
Did I fend embaffies to claim their captives ? 

Ore/I. But, fir, we fear for you, and for ourfelves. 
Troy may again revive , and a new Hector 
Rife in Aftyanax. Then think betimes — 

Pyr. Let daftard fouls be timoroufly wife : 
But tell them, Pyrrhus knows not how to form 
Far-fancy'd ills, and dangers out of fight. 

Oreft. Sir, call to mind the unrivalPd ftrength of 
Troy; 
Her walls, her bulwarks, and her gates ofbrafs; 
Her kings, her heroes, and embattled armies ! 
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Pjr» I call them all to mind ; and fee them all 
Coofes'din duft ; all mixt in one wide ruin ; 
All but a child, and he in bondage held. 
What TCngeance can we fear from a fuch a T v roy ? 
If they have fworn to extinguifh Hector's race. 
Why was their vow for twelve long months deferred ? 
Why was he not in Priam's bofom (lain ? 
He Ihould have fall'n among the flaughter'd heaps, 
Whelm'd under Troy. His death had then been juft. 
" When age and infancy, alike in vain, 
" Pleaded their weaknefs ; when the heat of conqueft, 
*' And horrors of the fight, rouz'd all our rage, 
" And blindly hurry'd as thro* fcenes of death." 
My fury then was without bounds : but now, 
My wrath* appeas'd, muft I be cruel flill? 
And, deaf to all the tender calls of pity, 
Like a cool murderer, bathe my hands in blood ; 
An infant's blood ?— No, prinCe-~go, bid the Greeks 
Mark out fome other victim ; my revenge 
Has had its fill. What has efcap'd from Troy 
Shall not be fav'd to perim in Epirus. 

Oreft. I need not tell you, fir, Aftyanax 
Was doom'd to death in Troy ; nor mention how 
The crafty mother fav'd her darling fon : 
The Greeks do now but urge their former fentence ; 
Nor is't the boy, but He&or, they purfue ; 
The father draws their vengeance on the fon : 
The father, who fo oft in Grecian blood 
Has drench'd his fword ; the father, whom the Greeks 
May feek even here. — -Prevent them, fir, in time. 
Pyr. No I let them come ; fince 1 m* W& \» 
wage 
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Eternal wars. Let them now turn their arms ^ 
On him, who conquer'd for them : let them come, *> 
And in Epirus feek another Troy. «. • 

Twas thus they recompens'd my godlike fire j 
Thus was Achilles thank'd. But, prince, remember, 
Their black ingratitude then coft them dear. 

Ore/?. Shall Greece then find a rebel Ton in PyrrhuS i 
' Pyr. Have 1 then conquer'd to depend an Greece ? 

Oreft. Hermione will fway your foul to peace, 
And mediate 'twixt her father and yourfelf : 
Her beauty will enforce my embaffy. 

Pyr. Hermione may have her charms ; and I 
May love her ftill, tho' not her father's Have. 
I may in time .give proofs, that I'm a lover ; 
But never muft forget, that Pm a king. 
Meanwhile, fir t you may fee fair Hellen's daughter ; 
I know how near in blood you ftand ally'd. 
That done, you have my anfwer, prince. The 

Greeks, 
No doubt, expect your quick return. [Ex. Oreft. CSV. 

Phan. Sir, do you fend your rival to the princefs ? 

Pyr. I am told, that he has lov'd her long. 

Phan. Iffo, 
Have you not' caufe to fear the fmother'd flame 
May kindle at her fight, and blazeanew ? 
And fhe be brought to lift en to his pafKon. 

Pyr. Ay, let them, Phoenix, let them love their fill ! 
Let them go hence ; let them depart together : 
Together let them fail for Sparta : all ray ports 
Are open to them both. From what conftraint, 
What irkfomc thoughts, (hould L be, tk«,w telvcVd ! 
Pian. ButyCiTy 
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Pyr. I (hall another time good Phoenix, 
Uflbo&m to thee all my thoughts— for, fee, 
Aadromache appears. 

Mater Andromache, and Cbfwsa. 

Pyr. May I, madam, 
F latter my hopes to far as to believe 
You come to feck me here ? 

Andr. This way, fir, leads 
To thofe apartments where you guard my foa. 
Since you permit me, once a day, to vifit 
All I have left of Hector and of Troy, 
I go to weep a few fad moments with htm. 
I have not yet, to-day, embraced my child ; 
I have not held him in my widow'd arms. 

Pyr. Ah, madam, mould the threats of Greece 
prevail, 
You'll have occafion for your tears, indeed ? 

Andr. Alas, what threats ! What can alarm the 
Greeks ? 
There are no Trojans left ! 

Pyr. Their hate to Hector 
Can never die : the terror of his name 
Still {hakes their fouls ; and makes them dread his 
fon. 

Pyr* A mighty honour for victorious Greece, 
To fear an infant, a poor friendlefs child ! 
Who (miles in bondage : nor yet knows himfelf 
The fon of Hector, and the flave of P^ttW. 

Pyr. Weak as he is, the Greeks fenwu&.\&\fe% 
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And fend no lefs than Agamemnon's (on* 
To fetch him hence. .■ j 

Andr. And, fir, do you comply «, . .j 

With fuch demands ? — This blow is aimM at met 
How mould the child avenge his (laughterM firei 
But, cruel men ! they will not have him life- 
To cheer my heavy heart, and eafe my bonds* 
I^romis'd to myfelf in him afon, 
in him a friend, a hufband, and a father. 
But I muft fuffer forrow heap'd on fbrrow ; 
And ftill the fatal ftroke muft come from you. 

Pyr. Dry up thole tears, I muft not fee you weep, 
And know, 1 have rejected their demands. 
The Greeks already threaten me with war : 
But, mould they arm, as once they did for Helen, 

And hide the Adriatic with their fleets ; 

Should they prepare a fecond ten years fiege, 

And lay my towers and palaces to duft : 

I am determined to defend your fon ; 

And rather die myfelf than give him up. 

But, madam, in the midft of all thefe dangers, 

Will you refufe me a propitious fmile ? 

Hated of Greece, and preft on every fide, 

Let me not, madam, while I fight your caufe, 

Let me not combat with your cruelties. 

And count Andromache amongft my foes. 

Andr. Confider,fir, how this will found in Greece! 

How can fo great a foul betray fuch weaknefe ? 

Let not men fay, fo generous a defign 

Was "but the tranfport of a heart in love. 

Pyr. Your charms wiH juftify me to the world. 
Atndr. How can Andromache, a. cttjww* o^w^ 
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PerwhelmM with grief, a burthen to herfelf, 
[arbour a thought of love ? Alas ! what charms 
[are thefe unhappy eyes, by you condemn'4 
*o weep for ever ? — Talk of it no more. 
'o reverence the misfortunes of a foe ? 
*o fuccour the diftreft ; to give the fdn 
*o an afflicted mother ; to repel 
Confederate nations, leagu'd againft his life $ 
fnbrib'd by love, unternfy'd by threats, 
\> pity, to protect him : thefe are cares, 
'hefe are exploits worthy Achilles' fon. 

Pyr. Will your refentments, then, endure for eVer! 
luft Pyrrhus never be forgiven ? 'Tis true, 
(f y fword has often reek'd in Phrygian blood, 
Lnd carried havoc through your royal kindred ; 
tot you, fair princefs, amply have aveng'd 
>!d Priam's vanquifh'd houfe ; and all the woes 
brought on them, fall ftiort of what I fuffer. 
Ve both have fufFer'd in our turns ; and now 
)ur common foe mould teach us to unite, 
Andr. Where does the captive not behold a foe \ 
Pyr. Forget the term of hatred \ and behold 
l friend in Pyrrhus ! Give me but to hope, 
'11 free your fon ; I'll be a father to him ; > 
lyfelf will teach him to avenge the Trojans, 
'11 go in perfon to chaftife the Greeks, 
»oth for your wrongs and mine. Infpir'd by you, 
Vhat would 1 not achieve ? Again (hall Troy 
life from its afhes % this right arm (hall fix 
ler feat of empire ; and your fon lhal\ w^ti. 
B 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 



Hermioke and Cleone. 



Hernuone. 

Well, PI1 be rul'd, Cleone 2 1 will fee him ; 
1 have told Pylades that he may bring him ; 
But trail me, were I left to my own thoughts, 
1 fhould forbid him yet* 

Cleo. And why forbid him ? 
Is he not, madam, ftill the fame Oreftes ? 
Oreftes, whofe return you oft have wifh'd ? 
The man whofe fufferings you fo oft lamented, 
And often prais'd his conftancy and love ? 

Her. That love, that conftancy, fo ill requited, 
Upbraids me to myfelf 1 I blufh to think 
How I have us'd him ; and would fliun his prefence. 
What will be my confufion when he fees me 
Neglected, andforfaken, likehimfelf? 
Will he not fay, is this the fcornful maid, 
The proud Hermione, that tyranniz'd 
In Sparta's court, and triumph'd in her charms ? 
Her infolence at laft is well repaid. 
I cannot bear the thought \ 
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Cka. You wrong yourfclf 
With unbecoming fears. He knows too well 
Tour beauty and your worth. Your lover comes not 
To offer infuits ; hut to repeat his vows. % 
And breathe his ardent paiEon at your feet. 
But, madam, what's your royal father's will ? 
What orders do your letters bring from Sparta i 

Her. His orders are, if Pyrrhus ftill deny 
The nuptials, and refufe to facrtfice 
This Trojan boy, I (hould with fpeed embark, 
And with their embaffy return to Greece. 

Cleo. What would you more ? Orcftes comes in time 
To fave your honour. Pyrrhus cook apace ; 
Prevent his fajfehood, and forfake him firft. 
I know you hate him ; you have told me fo. 

Her. Hate him 1 My injur'd honour bids me hate him. 
Th' ungrateful man, to whom I fondly gave 
My virgin heart ; the man I lov'd fo dearly ; 
The man I doated on \ Oh, my Cleone t 
How is it poffible I mould not hate him ? 

Cleo. Then give him over, madam. Quit his court; 
And with Oreftes — 

Her, No ! I muft have time 
To work up all my rage ! To meditate 
A parting full of horror ! My revenge 
Will be but too much quicken 'd by the traitor. 

Cleo* Do you then wait new infuits, new affronts ? 
To draw you from your father ! Then to leave you ! 
In his own court to leave you — for a captive ! 
If Pyrrhus can provoke you, he has don* \l. 

Jfer. Why do& thou heighten Ttrj &\&te£&\ \ ^sax 
Tofearch out my own thoughts, atidfoMcA TNjYaw*- 
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Be blihd to what thou fecft : believe me corM : 
Flatter my weaknefs ; tell me I have conquer'd ; 
Think that my injured foul is fet againft him ; 
And do thy beft to make me think fo too? 
Cleo. Why would you loiter here, then ? 
Her. Let us fly ! 
Let us begone ! I leave him to his captire : 
Let him go kneel, and fupplicate his (lave. 
Let us begone! — But what if he repent ? 
What if the perjur'd prince again fubmit, 
And fue for pardon ? What if he renew 
His former vows ? — But, oh, the faithlefs man ! 
He flights me ! drives me to extremities ! — However, 
I'll flay, Cleone, to perplex their loves ; 
I'll flay, till by an open breach of contract, 
1 make him hateful to the Greeks. Already 
Their vengeance have I drawn upon the fon, 
Their fecond embafTy (hall claim the mother 2 
I will redouble all my griefs upon her ! 

Cleo. Ah, madam, whither docs your rage tranfport 
you? 
Andromache, alas ! is innocent. 
A woman plung'd in forrow ; dead to love : 
And when (he thinks on Pyrrhus, 'tis with horror. 

Her. Would I had done fo too ! — He had not then 
Betray'd my eafy faith. — But I, alas f 
Difcover'd all the fondnefs of my foul 1 
I made no fecret of my paffion to him, 
Nor thought it dangerous to be fincere : 

My eyes, my tongue, my actions fpoke my heart. 
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Cleo. Well might you fpeak without referve to one 
Engaged to you by folemn oaths and treaties. 

jfifer. His ardour too was an excufe to mines- 
With other eyes he faw me then ! — Cleorre, 
Thou raayft remember, every thing confpir'd 
To favour him : my father's wrongs aveng'd ; 
The Greeks triumphant ; fleets of Trojan fpoils ; 
His mighty fire's, his own immortal fame ; 
His eager love ; — all, all confpir'd againft me ! 
— But 1 have done : I'll think no more of Pyrrhus. 
Oreftes wants not merit ; and he loves me. 
My gratitude, my honour, both plead for him : r - 
And if I've power over my own heart, 'tis his. 
Cleo. Madam, he comes — 
Her. Alas, I did not think 
He was fo near !— I with 1 might not fee him. 

Enter Orestes. 

How am I to interpret, fir, this vifit ! 
Is it a compliment of form, or love ? 

Oreft. Madam, you know my weaknefs. 'Tis my fate 
To love unpity'd : to defire to fee you ; 
And ftill to fwear each time mail be the laft. 
My paffion breaks thro' my repeated oaths : 
And every time I vifit you I'm perjur'd. 
Even now, 1 find my wounds all bleed afrefh : 
I blufh to own it ; but I know no cure. 
I call the gods to witnefs, I have try'd 
Whatever man could do, (but try'd in vain,) 
To wear you from my mind. Thro 1 5tottc^ faft^\ 
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And lavage climes, in a whole year of ab fence, 
I courted dangers, and I long'd for death. 

Her. Why will you, prince, indulge this mournful 
tale? 
It ill becomes the ambafiador of Greece 
To talk of dying and of love. Remember 
The kings you reprefent t Shall their revenge 
Be difappointed by your ill-tim'd pafRon ? 
Difcharge your embaffy : 'tis not Oreftes 
The Greeks defire (houlddie 

Orefi. Myembafly 
Is at an end, for Pyrrhus has refusM 
To give op Hector's fon» Some hidden power 
Protects the boy. ' 

Her. Faithlefs, ungrateful man I \AJMi* 

Orefi. I now prepare for Greece. But e'er I go> 
Would hear my final doom pronoune'd by you— 

What do I fay 1 do already hear it ! 

My doom is fixt : I read it in your eyes. 

Her. Will you then ftill defpair ? be ftill fufpicious \ 
What have 1 done ? Wherein have 1 been cruel ? 
*Tis true, you find me in the court of Pyrrhus : 
But 'twas my royal father fent me hither. 
And who can tell but I have fhar'd your griefs i 
Have I ne'er wept in fecret ? Never wifh'd 
To fee Oreftes ? 

Ore/!. Wifh'd to fee Oreftes ! - — 
Oh joy ! oh ecftacy ? My foul's intrane'd ? 
Oh, charming princefs ! Oh, tranfeendent maid I 
My utmoft wifh ! Thus, thus let me exprefs 
Myboondlch thanks 1 .— —I never was unhappy— 
Am J Oreftes ?— 
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Htr. You are Oreftes, 
The lame unalter'd, generous, faithful lover* 
The prince whom 1 efteem ; whom I lament ; 
And whom I fain would teach my heart to love 1 

Orefi. Ay, there it is ! i have but your efteem, 
"While Pyrrhus has your heart ! 

Her. Believe me, prince, 
Were you as Pyrrhus, I mould hate you ! 

OreJ. No! 

I mould be bleft ! I mould be lov'd as he is ! — 

Yet all this while I die by your difdain, 

Whrle he neglects your charms, and courts another. 

Her, And who has told you, prince, that I'm neg- 
lected ? 

Has Pyrrhus faid (Oh, I fhail go diftratfed !) 

Has Pyrrhus told you fo ? Or is it you, 

Who think thus meanly of me ? .Sir, perhaps, 

All do not judge like you ! 

Orefi. Madam, go on ; i 
Infult me ftill : I'm us -d to bear your fcorn. 

Her. Why am I told how Pyrrhus loves or hates ? 
— Go, prince, and arm the Greeks againft the rebel; 
Let them lay wafte his country ! raze his towns ; 
Deftroy his fleets ; his palaces ; — himfelf ! — . 
Go, prince, and tell me then how much T love him. 

Ore/}. To haften his deftruclion, come yourfel£j 
And work your royal father to his ruin. 

Her. Mean while he weds Andromache ! 

Orefi. Ah, princefs ! 
What is'il hear I 

»3 
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Her. What infamy for Greece, 
If he mould wed a Phrygian, and a captive ! 

Orejl. Is this your hatred, madam ? — 'Tia in tala 
To hide your paflion ; every thing betrays it : 
Your looks, your fpeech, your anger : nay, your fi- 

lence ; 
Your love appears in all; your fecret flame 
Breaks out the more, the more you would conceal it. 

Her. Your jealoufy perverts my meaning ftill, 
And wrefts each circumftance to your difquiet ; 
My very hate is conftru'd into fondnefs. 

Oreft. Impute my fears, if groiindlefs, to my love. 

Her. Then hear me, prince. Obedience to a 
' father 
Firft brought me hither ; and the fame obedience 
Detains me here, till Pyrrhus drive me hence, 
Or my offended father fhall recall me. 
Tell this proud king, that Menelaus fcorns 
To match his daughter with a foe of Greece ; 
Bid him refign Aftyanax, or me. 
If he perfifta to guard the hoftile boy, 
Hermione embarks with you for Sparta. 

[Ex. Her. and Cleone. 

Orefl. Then is Oreftes bleft ! My griefs are fled ! 
Fled like a dream ! — Methinks I tread in air ! 
" Pyrrhus, enamour'd of his captive queen, 
" Will thank me, if I take her rival hence : 
" He looks not on the princefs with my eyes f 
u Surprifing happinefs ! — Unlook'd-for joy 1" 
Never let love defpair ! — the prize is mine ! 
Befmooth, yefeas ! and ye, propitious winds, 
Bfeathe from Epirus to the S^xUtv c<w&*\ 
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I long to view the fails unfurl'd ! — Bat, fee I 
Pyrrhus approaches in an happy hour. 

Enter Pyrrh us, and Phoenix. 

* 

Pyr. I was in pain to find you, prince. My 

warm 
Ungovern'd temper would not let me weigh 
The importance of your embafTy, and hear 

You argue for my good. 1 was to blame. 

I fince have pois'd your reafons ; and I thank 
My good allies : their care deferves my thanks. 
You have convinc'd me, that the weal of Greece, 
My father's honour, and my own repofe, 
Demand that Hector's race mould be deftroy'd. 
I fhall deliver up Aftyanax ; t 
And you, yourfelf (hall bear the victim hence. 

Oreft. If you approve it, fir, and are content 
To fpill the blood of a defencelefs child ; 
The offended Greeks, no doubt, will be appeas'd. 

Pyr. Clofer to ftrain the knot of our alliance, 
1 have determin'd to efpoufe Hermione. 
You come in time to grace our nuptial rites : 
In you the kings of Greece will all be prefent ; 
And you have right to perfonate her father, 
As his ambafTador, and brother's fon. 
Go, prince, renew your vifit ; tell Hermione, 
To-morrow I receive her from your hands. 

Qrejt. {,Aftd£\ Oh, change of fortune ! Oh, undone 
Oreftes ! [Exit OreAe*. 
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I've check'd my wrath, and ftifled my refentment ; 
She knows not yet to what degree I hate her. 

Let us return : I'll brave her to her face : 

I'll give my anger its free courfe againft her. 
Thou (halt fee, Phoenix, how 111 break her pride ! 

Phcm. Oh, go not, fir ! — There's ruin in her eyes ! 
You do not know your ftrength : you'll fall before 

•her, 
Adore her beauty, and revive her fcofn. 

Pyr. That were indeed a moft unmanly weaknefs ! 
Thou doft not know me, Phoenix ! 

Phan. Ah, my prince ! 
You are ftill ftruggling in the toils of love. 

Pyr. Canft thou then think I love this woman 
ftill ! 
One who repays my paflton with difdain ! 
A ftranger, captive, friefidlefs and forlorn ; 
She and her darling fon within my power ; 
His life a forfeit to the Greeks : Yet I 
Preferve her fon ; would take her to my throne ; 
Would fight her battles, and avenge her wrongs ; 
And all this while fhe treats me as her foe ! 

Phan. You have it in your power to be reveng'd. 

Pyr. Yes : — and I'll mew my power ! I'll give her 
caufe 

To hate me ! her Aftyanax (hall die.- 

What tears will then be (hed ! How will (he then, 
In bitternefs of heart, reproach my name ! 
Then, to compleat her woes, will I efpoufe 
Hermione :— TwilNtab her to the heart ! 

Phm. Alas, you threaten Kke a lover ftill ! 
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Pyr. Phoenix, excufc this ftrugglc of my foul : 
. Tis the laft effort of expiring love . 

Phen. Then haften, (ir, to fee the Spartan princefs ; 
And turn the bent of your defires on her. 

Pyr. Oh ! 'tis a heavy taflc to conquer love. 
And wean the foul from her accuftom'd fondnefs. 
But, come : — A long farewell to Heclor's widow. 
'Tis with a fecret pleafure I look back, 
And fee the many dangers I have pafs'd. 
The merchant thus, in dreadful tempefts toft, 
Thrown £y the waves on fome unlook'd-for coaft, 
Oft turns, and fees, with a delighted eye, 
Midft rocks and (helves the broken billows fly f 
And while the outrageous winds the deep deform, 
Smiles on the tumult, and enjoys the ftorm. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 



Ptlades and Orestes. 



Pylades. 



For Heaven's fake, fir, compofe your ruffled mind I 
And moderate your rage ! 

Orefl. No, Pylades 1 
This Is do time tor counfcL— — 1 am &ta&. 
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Talk not of reafon ! I have been too patient. 

Life is not worth my care. My foal grows defpenftL 

l*HJ>ear her off, or perifh in the attempt. 

Ill force her from his arms : By Heav'n Iwi8! 

fyl. Well, 'tis agreed, my friend : — We'll force 
her hence, 
But ftill confider, we are in Epirus. 
The court, the guards, Hermione herfelf, 
The very air we breathe, belongs to Pyrrhus. 
Good gods ! what tempted you to feek her here ? 

Ore/l. Loft to myfelfi I knew not what I did 1 
My purpofes were wild. Perhaps I came 
To menace Pyrrhus, and upbraid the woman. 

Pyr. This violence of temper may prove fatal. 

Orejk It muft be more than man to bear thefc 
mocks, 
Thefe outrages of fate, with temper 1 
He tefis me, that he weds Hermione-; 
And will to-morrow take her from my hand !— 
My hand fhall fooner tear the tyrant's heart. 

Pyl. Your paffion blinds you, fir ; he's not to 
blame. 
Could you but look into the foul of Pyrrhus, 
Perhaps you'd find it tortur'd, like your own. 

Orcjl. No,Pyladp! Tis all defign His pride, 

To triumph over me, has changed his love. 
The fair Hermione, before I .came, 
In all her bloom of beauty, was neglected. 
Ah, cruel gods ! 1 thought her all my own'i ' 
She was confenting to return to Sparta: 
Her heart, divided betwixt rage and love, 
Was on the wing to take it» lew o£ ^irtaa. 
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She heard my fighs ; (he pitied my complaints ; 

She prais'd my conftancy 5 The leaft indifference 

Prom .this proud king, had made Oreftes happy. 

Pyl. So your fond heart believes ! 

" Orefi. Did I not fee 
" Her hate, her rage, her indignation rife 
* . Againft the ungrateful man ? 

" Pyl. Believe me, prince, 
" 'Twas then (he lovd him moft ! Had Pyrrhus left 

her, 
" She would have form'd fome new pretext to ftay." 
Take my advice : — Think not to force her hence ; 
But fly yourfelf from her deftru&ive charms. 
Her foul is link'd to Pyrrhus : " *jVere me yours, 
«' She wquld reproach you ftill, and ftill regret 
*' Her difappointed nuptials. " 

Orejl. Talk no more ! 
I cannot bear the thought ! She muft be mine ! 
Did Pyrrhus carry thunder in his hand, l%u 

I'd ftand the bolt, and challenge all his fury, I 

Ere I refign'd Hermione. By force 

I'll fnatch her hence, and bear her to my fhips ; 
Have we forgot her mother Helen's rape ? 

Pyl. Will then Oreftes turn a raviiher ! 
And blot his cmbaffy ? * , 

Orejl. Oh, Pylades ! 
My grief weighs heavy on me; — 'Twill diftraft mel 

" O leave me to myfelf !- Let not thy friendfhip 

" Involve thee in my woes. Too long already, 
" Too long haft thou been punifh'd for my crimes. 

" It is enough, my friend ! It is e*ovj^\\ 

44 Let DO * thygeaerous k>ve betray tat&fac&iBi % " 
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The gods have fet me as their mark, to empty 
Their quivers on me. — Leave me to myfelf. 
Mine be the danger ; mine the enterprize. 
All I lequeft of thee is, to return, 
And in my place convey Aftyanax 
(As Pyrrhus has confentcd) into Greece. 
Go, Pyladcs 

Pyl. Lead on, my friend, lead on I 
Let us bear off Hermione ! ,No toil, 
No danger can deter a friend r — Lead on I 
Draw up the Greeks ; fummon your num'rous train : 
The fhips are ready and the wind fits fair : 
There eaftward lies the fea ; the rolling waves 
Break on thofe pala£e-ftairs. I know each pafs, 
Each avenue and outlet of the court. 
This very night we'll carry her on board. 

Orejl. Thou art too good ! 1 trefpafs on thy 

friendfhip, 
But, Oh ! excufe a wretch, whom no man pities, 
Except thyfelf : one juft about to lofe 
The treafure of his foul : " whom all mankind 
" Confpire to hate, and one who hates himfelf." 
When will my friendship be of ufe to thee ? 

Pyl. The queftion is unkind. — But now remember 
To keep your counfels clofe, and hide your thoughts ; 

Let not Hermione fufpect — No more 

1 fee her coming, fir 

Oreft. Away, my friend ; 
I am advis'd ; my all depends upon it. [Ex. Pylades. 
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Enter Hermione and Cleonz. 

Oreft. Madam, your orders are obey'd ; I hare 
feen 
Pyrrhus, my rival ; and have gain'd him for you. 
The king refolves to wed you. 

Her. So I am told : 
And farther, I'm inform'd that you, Oreftes, 
Are to difpofe me for the intended marriage. 

Oreft. And are you, madam, willing to comply ? 

" Her. Could I imagine Pyrrhus lov'd me ftill ? 
*' After fo long delays, who would have thought 
" His hidden flames would (hew themfelves at laft, 
" And kindle in his breaft, when mine expir'd ? 
i-s l can fuppofe, with you, he fears the Greeks ; 
" That it is intereft, and not love, directs him ; 
" And that my eyes had greater power o'er you. 

" Oreft. No, princefs, no ! It is too plain he loves 
you. 
" Your eyes do what they will, and cannot fail 
" To gain a conqueft, where you wifh they mould." 

Her. What can I do ? alas f my faith is promis'd. 
Can I refufe what is not mine to give ? x 
A princefs is not at her choice to love ; 
All we have left us is a blind obedience : 
And yet, you fee, how far I had comply'd, 
And made my duty yield to your intreaties. 

Oreft. Ah, cruel maid! you knew— but I have 
done. 
All hare a right to pleafe themfelves in \ow. 
T blame not you. >Tis true, I hop'd \ - W ^oxx 
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If yon gain him, I (hall comply of courfe. 

\k*it. Her. and Cleonc. 
Andr. Did'ft thou not mind with what difdain (he 
fpoke ? 
Youth and profperity have made her vain ; 
She has not feen the fickle turns of life. 

Ceph. Madam, were 1 as you, I'd take her coun- 
fel! 
I'd fpeak my own diftrefs : one look from you 
Will vanquifh Pyrrhus, and confound the Greeks- 
See, where he comes — Lay hold on this occafion. 

Enter PyRRhvs and Phoenix. 

Pyr* Where is the princefs ? — Did you not in- 
form me 
Hermione was here ? [To Phoenix. 

Phan. I thought fo, fir. 

Andr. Thou feeft what mighty power my eyes 
have on him ! [7o Ceph. 

Pyr. What fays (he, Phoenix ? 
Andr* I have no hope left ! 
Phan. Let us begone : — Hermione expe&s you. 
Ceph. For Heaven's fake, madam, break this ful- 
len fiience. 

Andr. My child's already promis'd 

Ceph. But not given. 

Andr. No, no ! my tears are vain ! his doom is fixt ! 
Pyr. See, if (he deigns to caft one look upon us ! 
Proud woman ! 

Andr. I provoke him by my prefence. 
Let us retire. 
Pyr. Come, letusfatlsfy 
The Greeks ; and give them vt? ^^i^fcW* 
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Andr. Ah, fir ! recall thofe words — What hare you 
faid! 
If yoa give up my lbn, Oh, give up rac !— 
Vou, who fo many times have fwora me friendmipi 
Oh, Heav'ns !— will you not look with pity on me ? 
Is there no hope ? is there no room for pardon ? 

Pyr. Phoenix will anfwer you : my word is paft. 

Andr* You, who would brave fo many dangers 
for me. 

Pyr. I was your lover then : I now am free. 
To favour you, I might have fpar'd his life : 
But you would ne'er vouchfafe to afk it of me* 
Now, 'tis too late. 

" Andr. Ah, fir, you underftood 
" My tears, my wi(hes, which I durft not utter, 
" Afraid of a repulfe." Oh, fir, excufe 
The pride of Royal blood, that Checks my foul. 
You know, alas ! I was not born to kneel, 
To fue for pity, and to own a mailer. 

Pyr. No ! in your heart you curfe me ! you difdain 
My generous flame, and fcorn 10 be oblig'd ! 
" This very fon, this darling of your foul, 
" Would be lefs dear, did I preferve him for you. 
" Your anger, youraverfion fall on me ! 
" You hate me morethan the whole league of Greece :" 
But I '(hall leave you to your great refentments. 
Let us go, Phoenix, and, appeafe the Greeks. 

Andr. Then, let me die ! and let me go to Hector. 

Ceph. But, madam— 

Andr. What can I do more ? The tyrant 
Sees my d//rra<fh'on and infults my tear*. \To Cs^cu 
■ ■ B ehold how low you havereduc*A.fcc^&exv\ 
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Thefe cyct have feen my country laid in afhes ; 

My kindred fall in war ; my father (lain ; 

My hufband dragged in bis own blood ; my fon 

Condemned to bondage, and myfelf a (lave ; 

Yet, in the midft of thefe unheard-of woes, 

'Twas fome relief to find myfelf your captive ; 

And that my fon, deriv'd from ancient kings, 

Since he muft ferve, had Pyrrhus for his mafter. 

When Priam kneel'd the great Achilles wept : 

I hop'd I mould not find his fon lefs noble. 

I thought the brave were ftill the moft companionate. 

Oh, do not, fir, divide me from my child ! 

If he muft die 

Pyr. Phoenix, withdraw a while. [Ex. Phoenix. 

Rife, madam — Yet you may preferve your fon. 

I find whenever I provoke your tears, 

1 furnifh you with arms againft myfelf. 

I thought my hatred fixt before I faw you, 

Oh, turn your eyes upon me, while I fpeak ! 

And fee, if you difcover in my looks 

An angry judge, or an obdurate foe. . 

Why will you force me to defert your caufe ? 

In your fon's name I beg we may be friends ; 

" Let me entreat you to fecure his life ! 

'* Muft 1 turn fuppliant for him ?" Think, oh think, 

'Tis the laft time, you both may yet be happy ! 

I know the ties I break ; the foes I arm : 

I wrong Hermione,; I fend her hence ; ~* 

And with her diadem I bind your brows. 

Confider well % for 'tis of moment to you ! 
Choofe to be wretched, madam, ox a. <^fc«u 
" My foul, confusn'd wth a ^\io\^*tf %*&*¥»** 
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" Can bear no longer thefe perplexing doubts ; 
'* Enough of fights, and tears, and threats I've trfi ; 
" I know, if I'm deprivM of you, I die : 
'• But oh, I die, if I wait longer for you !" 
I leave you to your thoughts. When I return, 
We'll to the temple ; there you'll find your font 
And there be crown'd, or give him up for ever. 

[Exit Pyrrhai • 
Ceph. I told you, madam, that, in fpite of Greece, 
You would o'er-rule the malice of your fortune. 

Andr. Alas ! Cephifa, what have I obtain'd ! 
Only a poor (hort refpite for my fon. 
Cepb. You have enough approv'd your faith to 
Hetfor ; 
To be reluctant ftill would be a crime. 
He would himfeif perfuade you to comply. 

Andr. How wouldft thou give me Pyrrhus for 

a hufband ? 
Cepb. Think you, 'twill pteafe the ghoftofyour 
dead hufband, 
That you mould facrifice his fon ? Confider, 
Pyrrhus once more invites you to a throne ; 
Turns all his power againft the foes of Troy ; 
Remembers not Achilles was his father ; 
Retra&s his conqueft, and forgets his hatred. 

Andr. But how can I forget it \ How can I 
Forget my He&or treated with difhonour ; 
Depriv'd of funeral rites ; and vilely dragg'd, 
A bloody code, about the walls of Troy ? 
Can I forget the good old king his father, 
SJaiw in my prefence ; at the altar flam \ 
Which vainly, for prote&ion, he emW &"*. 
C 
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Haft thou forgot that dreadfol night, Cephifa* 
When a whole people fell ? methinks I fee 
Pyrrhus enrag'dt and breathing vengeance* enter 
Amidftthe glare of burning palaces i 
I fee him hew his paflage through my brothers \ 
And, bath'd in blood, lay all my kindred waft*. 
Think ifl this feeoe of horror, what I fufler'd ! 
This is the courtftiip I receiv'd from Pyrrhus ; 
And this the hufband thou woujdft give nte 1 No, 
We both will pei ifti firft ! I'll ne'er confenu 

Cifb. Since you refolve AftyahaX fhall die, 
Hafte to the temple, bid your fon farewell* 
Why do you tremble* madam ? 

Andr. O Cephifa ! 
Thou haft awaken'd all the mother in ttte. 
How caii I bid farewell to the dear child, 
The pledge, the image of my much-lov'd lord! 
" Alas, I call to mind the fatal day, 
*« When his too-forward courage led him forth 
" To feek Achilles. 

44 Ceph. Oh, the ufihappy hour ! 
" 'Twas then Troy fell, and all her gods forfook her. 

" fiidr. That mom, Cephifa, that ill-fated morn, 
" My hufband bid thee bring Aftyanax ; 
" He took him in his arms $ and, as I wept* 
" My wife, my dear Andromache, faid he, 
" (Heaving with ftifled fighs to fee me weep) 
" What fortune may attend my arms, the gods 
" Alone can tell. To thee I give the boy ; 
" Preferve him as the token of our loves $ 
" If I /hould fall, let him not m\fe Yi\* fa* 
" While thou furviv'ft ; butty \ty tetttat care. 



Act III. THE DISTRESS MOTHER. 5 t 

" Let the fen fee that thou didft love his father. 

" Ccph. And will you throw away a life fo precious i 
41 At once eKtirpate all the Trojan line ? 

" Andr. Inhuman king ! What has he done to 
fuffer? 
" If I neglect your vows, is he to blame ? 
* Has hereproach'd you with his flaughter'd kiodred ? 
" Can he refeut thofe ills he does not know ?" 
But, oh ! while I deliberate he dies. ' 

No, no, thou mufl not die, while I can fave thee ; 
Oh ! let me find out Pyrrhus — Oh, Cephifa ! 
Do thou go find him. 

Ccph. What muft I fay to hira ? 
Andr. Tell him I love my fon to fuch excefs — 
But doft thou think he means the child (hall die ? 
Can love rejected turn to fo much rage ? 

Ceph. Madam, he'll foon be here— ^Refolveon 

fomething. x 

Andr. Well then, affure him — . 
Ceph. Madam, of your love ? 
Andr. Alas, thou know'ft it is not in my power* 
Oh, my dead lord ! Oh, Priam's royal houfe 1 
Oh, my Aftyanax ! At what a price 

Thy mother buys thee ! Let us go. 

Ceph. But whither ? 
And what docs your unfettled . heart refolve ? 

Andr. Come, my Cephifa, let us go together, 
To the fad monument which I have raif 'd 
To Hector's (hade ; where in their faered urn 
The afties of my hero lie inclof 'd ; 
The dear remains, which I have fav'dfrorciTwj \ 
There let me weep, there fummon to m^ aid* 

C 2 
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With pious rites, my Hector's awful (hade* 
Let him be witnefs to my doubts, my fears ; 
My agonizing heart, my flowing tears ; 
Oh ! may he rife in pity from his tomb, 
And fix his wi etched fon's uncertain doom. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

AuDROMACrfEf T>EPtflSA« 

Cephifa. 
11 BtfesT'be the tomb of Hector, that inspires 
" Thefe pious thoughts : or is it Hector's felf, 
" That prompts you to preferre your fon! 'Tish« 
u Who ftill prefides o'er ruin'd Troy ; 'tis he 
"Who urges Pyrrhus to reftore Aftyanax. 

" Andr. Pyrrhus has faid he will ; and thou haft 
heard him 
•* Juft now renew the oftirepeated promife. 

" Ccph. Already in the tranfports of his heart) 
" He gives you up his kingdom, his allies, 
" And thinks himfelf o'er-paid for all in you. 

" Andr. I think I may rejy upon his promife : 
•* And yet my heart is over-charg'd with grief. 
" Ccph. Why fhould you grieve ! You fee he bids 
defiance 
" To all the Greeks ; and to protect your fon 
" Againft their rage, has plac'd his guards about him ; 
" Leaving himfelf defencdeC* fox Yv\s Wk\ 
€k Bui, madam, think, tk* coctroxwfc ^twj 
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u Will foon demand your prefencc in the temple : 
u 'Tis time you lay afide thefe mourning weeds. 
° Andr* I willbe there ;:butfirft uould fee my fon*. 
" Ceph. Madam, you need not now be anxious for . 
him, 
u He will be always with you, all your own, 
" To lavifh the whole mother's fondnefa on him*. 
" What a deligKt to train beneath your eye*. 
" A fon, who grows no longer up in bondage ? 
M A fon, in whom a race of kings revive : 
" But, madam, you are fad,, and wrapt in thought,. 
4t As if you relim'd not your happinefs*. 

" Andr. Oh, I muft fee my fon once more, Cephifa! 
Ceph. Madam, he now will be no more a captive ; 
u Your vifits maybe frequent as you pleafe. 
" To-moirow you may pafs the live-long day 

" AndrJTo«morTowl Oh,Gephifa ! — But,no morel 
u Cephifa, I have always found thee faithful : 
u A load of care weighs down my drooping heart. 
Ceph. Oh ! that 'twere poffible for me to eafe yoov 
Andr. I foon mall exercife thy long-try'd faith. — 
• f Mean while I do conjure thee, my Cephifa,. 
w Thou tajfce no notice of my prefent trouble : 
«• And when I fhall difclbfe my fecret purpofe, 
u That thou be punctual to perform my will. 

" Ceph. Madam, I have no will but yours. My life 
** Is nothing, balanc'd with my love to you. 

" Andr. I thank thee, good Cephifa, my Aftyanax. 
** Will' recompenfe thy friend/hip to his mother. 
** But, come ; my heart's at eafe : afEft me now 
•* To change this fable habit." — Xondtt cotor* 
Hermione ;. I would not meet het Tfcjt. \E*ewft- 
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Eater Heemiosc ami Cleobe. 

Cite. This tnexpcffced ffleoce, this reicrre, 
This outward calm, this fettled frame of mind, 
After ftich wrongs and infults, much forprife me ! 
You* who before could not command your rage, 
When Pyrrhus kwk'd but kindly on his captive 5 
How can you bear unmov'd, that he (hould wedhar \ 
And feat her on a throne which you (hould fill I 
I fear this dreadful ffcillnefs in your foul 1 
'Twere better madam — 

Her. Have you calPd Oreftes ? 

Cleo. Madam, I have ; his love is too impatient 
Not to obey with fpeed the welcome (ummoBt. 
His love-lick heart overlooks his unkind ufage : 
His ardout's ftill the fame — Madam, he's here. 

Enter Orestes. 

Oreft. Ah, madam, is it true ? Does, then, Oreftes 
At length attend you by your own commands ? 
What can I do 

Her. Oreftes, do you love me ? 

Orefi. What means that queftipn, princefs ? Do I 
love you ? 
My oaths, my perjuries, my hopes, my fears, 
My farewell, my return, all fpeak my love. 

Her. Avenge my wrongs, and' I'll believe them all. 

Ore/l. Jt fliall be don«— «^ fo\A W caxOtf & \k* 
alarm. 
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We'll fpirit up the Greeks — PU fead them ttn— -* 
Your caufe (hall animate our fleets and armies. 
Let us return : let us not lofe a moment, 
But urge the fate of this devoted land : 
Let us depart. 

x Her. No, prince, let us ftay here ! 
1 will have vengeance here — I wtH not carry 
This load of infamy to Greece, nor truft 
The chance of war to'vindicate my wrongs. 
Ere 1 depart, FU make Epirus moarn. 
If you avenge me, let it be this mftaht ; 
My rage brooks no delays Hafte to the temple. 
Hade, prince, and facrifice him. 
Orefl. Whom! 
JMrr. Why, Pyrrhus. 

Orefl. Pyrrhus ! Bid you fay, Pyrrhus r\ ■ • 
Her. You demur I 

Oh, fly, begone i give ine no time to tfciak ! 

Talk not of laws— fee tramples on all laws- 
Let me not hear him juftify'd—~ftway. 
Orefl. You cannot think 1*11 juftify my rival. 

Madam, your k>ve has made him criminal. 

You fhall have vengeance j I'll have vengeance too j 

But let our hatred be profeft and open : 

Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a war ; 

Let us attack him in his ftrength, and hunt him down 

By conqueft : mould I turn bafe aflaffin, 

'Twould fully all the kings I reprefent. 

Her. Have 1 not been difhonour 'd ! fet at nought ! 

ExpoPd to public fcorn !- and will you fuflfer 

The tyrant* who dares ufe me thus, to \vje>. 
Know, prince, I hate him more than oti«\ W&A&»* 
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The Gods alone can tell how once I Wd him $ 
Yes, tfle falfe perjur'd man, I once did love him ; 
' And fpite of all his crimes and broken rows, 
If he fhould live, I may relapfe- — who knows 
But I to-morrow may forgive his wrongs ? 

Oreft Firft let me tear him piece-meal — he (hall die. 
But, madam, give me leifure to contrive ■"' 

The place, the time, the manner of his death ; 
Yet, I'm a ftranger in the court of Pyrrhus | 
Scarce have I fet my foot within Epirui, 
When you enjoin me to deftroy the prince. 
It (hall be done this very night. 

Her. But now, 
Thi3 very hour, he weds ATklromache \ 
The temple mines with pomp : the golden throne 
Is now prepared 5 the )<$$fa\ rites begin ; 
My fhame is public — Oh, be fpeedy, prince ! 
My wrath's impatient — Pyrrhus lives too long ! 
Intent on lovs, and heedlefs of bis perfon, 
i He covers with his guards the IVojan boy. . 

Now is the time ; alTemble all your Greeks ; 
Mine (hall, affift them ; let their fury loofe : 
Already they regard h : m as a foe. * 
Begone, Oreftes — kill the faithlefs tyrant : 
My love mall recompenfe the glorious deed. 

Oreft. Confider, madam 

Her. You but mock my rage ! 
I was contriving how to make you happy. 
Think you to merit by your idle fighs, 
And not atteft your love by one brave action ? 
Go, with your bpafted conftanc^ I axvd least. 
Hepnione to execute her ovifc tewv^tA 
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I blufh to think how my too eafy faith 

Has twice been baffled in one fhameful hour ! 

Qrefi. Hear me but fpeak ! you know I'll die to. 

ferve you ! 

Her. Vllgp myfelf : I'll ftab him at the altar ; 
Then drive the poinard, reeking with his blood, 
Through my own heart. In death we fhall unite : 
Better to die with him, than live with you ! 

Orefl* That were to make him Weft ; and me more 
wretched r 
Madam, he dies by me : — Have you a foe r 
And fhall I let him live ? My rival, too ? 
Ere yon meridian fun declines, he dies : 
And you fhall* fay, that I deferve your love. 

Her. Go, prince ; ftrike home ! and leave the refE 
to me. 
Let afl your (hips be ready for our flight. 

[£**/ Oreftes; 

Cleo. Madam, youll perifh in this bold attempt* 

Her. Give me my vengeance, I'm content to perifti*. 
I was to blame to truft it with another : 
In my own hands it had been more fecure- 
Oreftes hates not Pyrrhus as I hate him : 
" I fhould have thruft the dagger home ; have feen; 
** The tyrant curfe me with his parting breath, 
4t And roll about his dying eyes, in vain, 
" To find Andromache, whom I would hide." 
Oh, would Oreftes, when he gives the blow, ' 
TeH him he dies my victim ! — Hafte, Cleone ; 
Charge him to fay, Hermione's refentments, 
Not thofe of Greecc f have fentenc'd VAta to &*£av 
Ha&e, myClcoae ! my revenge is loft v 
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If Pyrrhus knows not that he dies by me ! 

Clco. I fhall obey your orders But fee 

The king approach ! — Who could expert him here. 

Her. O fly ! Cleone, fly ! and bid Oreftes 
Not proceed a ftep before 1 fee him. [Exit Cleone. 

Enter Pyrrhus. 

Pyr. Madam, I ought to fhun an injur'd princefs : 
Your diftant looks reproach me : and I come 
Not to defend, but to avow my guilt. 
Pyrrhus will ne'er approve his own injuftice ; 
Nor form excufes, while his heart condemns him. 
4< I might perhaps alledge, our warlike fires, 
" Unknown to us, engag'd us to each other. 
" And join'd our hearts by contract, not by lore : 
" But I deteft fuch cobweb arts, I own 
*' My father's treaty, and allow its force. 
" I feet ambafladors to call you hither; 
" Receiv'd you as my queen ; and hop'd my oaths 
" So oft renew'd might ripen into love. 
" The gods can witnefs, madam, how I fought 
" Againft Andromache's too fatal charms ! 
" And ftill 1 wifh I had the power to leave 
" This Trojan beauty, andbejuftto you." 
Difcharge your anger on this perjur'd man !• 
For 1 abhor my crime ! and fhould be pleaf'd 
To hear you fpeak your wrongs aloud : no terras, 
No bitternefs of wrath, nor keen reproach, 
Will equal half the upbraidings of my heart. 

Her. 1 find, fir, you cratafacget*. yv&tanfe 
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To act your crimes with fear, like other men. 
A hero (hould be bold ; above all laws $ 
Be bravely falfe ; and laugh at folemn ties. 
To be perfidious fhews a daring mind ! 
And you have nobly triumphed o'er a maid I 
To court me ; to reject me ; to return ; 
Then to forfake me for a Phrygian flave r 
To lay proud Troy in afhes ; then to raife 
The lbn of Hector, and renounce the Oreeks, 
Are anions worthy the great foul of Pyrrhus. 

Pyr. Madam, go on : give your reftntments birth 7 
And pour forth all your indignation on me. 
Her. 'Twould pleafe your queen, fhould I upbraid 
your wifehood j 
Call you perfidious, traitor, all the names 
That injur 'd virgins lavim. on your fex ; 
1 mould overflow with tears, and die with grief, 
And furni(h out a tale to footh her pride. 
But, fir, I would not over-charge her joys ; 
If you would charm Andromache, recount 
Your bloody battles, your exploits, yom (laughters,, 
Your great achievements, in her father's palace. 
She needs muft love the man, who fought fo bravely, 
And in her fight flew half her royal kindred. 

Pyr. With horror I look back on my pad deeds !' 
I punifh'd Helen's wrongs too far ; I fhed 
Too much of blood : but madam, Helen's daughter 
Should not object thofe ills the mother caufd. 
However I am pleaf 'd to find you hate me ; 
I was too forward to accufe myfelf : 
The man who ne'er was lov'd, can T\t'w\^foJ&.. 
Obedience to a father brought you \\\x.Vt \ 
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And I ftood bound by promife to receive you : 
But our defires were different ways inclin'd ; * 
And you, I own, were not oblig'd- to love me. 

Her. Have 1 not lov'd you, then ! perfidious man ! 
For you I flighted all the Grecian princes ; 
Forfook my father's houfe ; conceai'd my wrongs, 
When moft provok'd : would not return to Sparta, 
In hopes that time might fix your wavering heart, 
I lov'd you when inconftant : and even now, 
Inhuman king, that you pronounce my death, 
My heart ftill doubts, if 1 fhould love or hate you : 
But, oh, fince you Tefolve to wed another, 
Defer your cruel purpofe till to-morrow ! 
That 1 may not be here to grace your triumph ! 

This is the laft requeft 1 e'er mail make you 

See if the barbarous prince vouchfafes an anfwer I 
Go, then, to the lov'd Phrygian ! Hence ! begone ! 
And bear to her thofe vows, that once were mine : 
Go, in defiance to the avenging gods ! 

Begone ! the prieft expecls you at the altar 

But, tyrant, have a care I come not thither. [JE*. Her. 

Enter Phoenix. 

Pha. Sir, did you mind her threats ? Your life's 
in danger ! 
There is* no trifling with a woman's rage. 
The Greeks that fwarm about the court, all hate yon; 
Will treat you as their country's enemy, 
And join in her revenge : befides, Oreftes 

Still Joves her to diftra&ion : fir, I beg 

Pyr. How, Phoenix, fhouldl tew nviomvo? *tara&&\ 
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A nobler paffion takes up all my thought : 

I muft prepare to meet Andromache. 

Do thou place all my guards about her (on ; 

If he be fafe, Pyrrhus is free from fear* [Ex. Pyr t 

Phoenix, alone. 

Oh, Pyrrhus ! oh, what pity 'tis, the gods, 
Who fill'd thy foul with every kingly virtue, 
Form'd thee for empire and confummate greatnefs, 
Should leave thee fo expoPd to wild defires, 
That hurry thee beyond the bounds of rcafon ! 

[Ajflourt/b of trumpets. 
" Such was Achilles ; generous, fierce, and brave : 
".Open and undefigning : but impatient, 
" Undifciplin'd, and not to be control'd : 
" I fear this whirl of paUion, this career, 
" That overbears reflection and cool thought ; 
u I tremble for the event !" — But fee, the queen, 
Magnificent in royal pride, appears, 
I muft obey; and guard her fon from danger. 

[Exit Phoenix. 

Enter Andromache and Cl?hi$ a. 

Ceph. Madam, once more you look and move a 
queen ! 
Your forrows are difpers'd, your charms revive, v 
And every faded beauty blooms anew. 

jindr. Yet all is not as I could wifh, Cephifa. 
Ceph. You fee the king is watchful o'ex ^o\k few % 
Decks him with princely robes, with goaxfa ipxo>asA» 
him. 
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Aftyanax begins to reign already. 

Andr. Pyrrhus is nobly minded : and I fain 
Would live to thank him for Aftyanax : 

'Tis a vain thought However, fince my child 

Has fuch a friend, I ought not to repine. 

Ceph. " Thefe dark unfolding* of your foul per- 
plex me. 
" What meant thofe floods of tears, thofe warm em- 
braces, 
" As if you bid your fon adieu for ever ?" 
For HeavVs fake, madam, let -me know your griefs ! 
If you miftruft my faith ■ 

Andr. That were to wrong thee. 
Oh, my Cephifa \ this gay, borrow'd air, 
This blaze of jewels, and this bridal drefs, 
Are but mock trappings to conceal my woe : 
My heart ftill mourns ; I ftill am Heclor's widow. 

Ceph. Will you then break the promife giv'n to 
Pyrrhus ; 
Blow up his rage afrem, and blaft your hopes ? 

Andr. I thought, Cephifa, thou hadft known thy 
miftrefs. 
Could'ft thou believe I would be falfe to Hedlor ? 
Fall off from fuch a hufband ! break his reft, 
And call him to this hated light again, 
To fee Andromache in Pyrrhus* arms ? 
" Would Hedtor, were he living, and I dead, 
" Forget Andromache, and wed her foe ?" 

Ceph. I cannot guefs what drift your thoughts purfue ; 
But, oh, I fear there's fomething dreadful in it ! 
Muft then Aftyanax be doom'd to die ; 
And you to linger out aUfeiftbottfo^M 
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€€ Andr. Nor this, nor that, Cephifa, will I bear; 
" My word is paft to Pyrrhus, his to me ; 
" And I rely upon his promis'd faith. 
•* Unequal as he is, I know him well : 
« Pyrrhus is violent, but he's firicere, 
" And will perform beyond what he hasiworn. 
" The Greeks will but incenfe him more ; their rage 
«• Will make him cherifh Hedtor's fon. 

Ceph. Ah, madam, 
'• Explain thcfe riddles to my boding heart ! 
Andr. Thou may'ft remember, for thou oft haft 
heard me 
" Relate the dreadful vifion, which I faw, 
" When firft I landed captive in Epirus. 
" That very night, as in a dream I lay, 
" A ghaftly figure, full of gaping wounds, 
" His eyes aglare, his hair all ftifF with blood, 
" Full in my fight thrice (hook his head, and groan'd ; 
" I foon difcern'd my flaughter'd Heclor's (hade ; 
" But, oh, how changed ! Ye gods, how much unlike 

" The living Hetfor ! Loud he bid me fly ! 

" Fly from Achilles' fon ! then fternly frown 'd, 

" And difappear'd. Struck with the dreadful found, 

" I ftarted, and awak'd. 

" Ceph. But did he bid you 
" Deftroy Aftyanax ? 

Andr. « Cephifa, Pll preferve him ;" 
With my own life, Cephifa, I'll preferve him. 
Ceph* What may thefe words, fo full of horror, 

mean ? 
Andr. Know then the fecret purpose o£tf^ foxA ^ 
Andromache will not be falfe to PyrrYvvra, 
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Nor violate her facred love to Hector. 
This hour I'll meet the king ; the holy prieft' 
Shall join us, and confirm our mutual vows : 
This will fecure a father to my child : 
That done, I have no further ufe for life : 
' This pointed dagger, this determin'd hand,. 
Shall fave my virtue, and conclude my woes. 

" CepL Ah, madam ! recollect your fcatter'd reafoo; 
f ' This fell defpair ill fuits your prefent fortunes. 

" Andr. No other ftratagem can ferve my purpofe-: 
" This is the fole expedient to be juft 
" To Hedor, to Aftyanax, to Pyrrhus. 
" I (hall foon vifit Hector, and the fhades 
" Of my great anceftors :."-- Cephifa, thou 
Wilt lend a hand to clofe thy miftrefs* eyes. 

CepL Oh, never think that I will flay behind you! 

Andr. No, my Cephifa; I mufthave thee live, 
•' Remember, thou didft promife to obey, 
u And to be fecret : wilt thou now betray me ? 
41 After thy long, thy faithful fervice, wilt thou 
*' Refufe my laft qommands, my dying wifli ? 
*' Once more I do conjure thee live for me. 

CepL Life is not worth, my care when you are 
gone." 

jindr. 1 muft commit iato thy faithful hands 
All that is dear and precious to my foul : 
Live, and fupply my abfence to my child ; 
All that remains of Troy ; a future progeny 
Of heroes, and a diftant line of kings, 
In him, is all intruded to thy care. 

CepL But, madam, what will be the rage of 
Pyrrhus, 
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" Defrauded of his promis'd happinefs ? 

Andr. That will require thy utmoft (kill 1 Obfcm 

" The firft impetuous onfets of his grief; 

w Ufc ev'ry artifice to keep him ftedfaft. 

" Sometimes with tear* thou mayft difcourfe of me ; 

<( Speak of our marriage ^ let him think I lov'd him f 

" Tell him my foul repos'd itfelf on him,. 

•• When I refigned my fon to his protection." 

Ceph. Oh, for afpirit to fupport my grief t ., 

la there ought more before you go for ever I 

Andr. Oh, my Cephifa ! my fwoln heart it full ! 
I have a thoufand farewells to my fon : 
But tears break in f— Grief interrupts my fpeec h 

My foul o'erflows in fondnefs Let him know 

I dy'd to fave him : — " And would die again." 
Seafon his mind wkh early hints of gfary * 
Make him acquainted with his anceftors ; 
Trace out their mining ftory in his thoughts 5 
Dwell on th'. exploits of his immortal father, 
And fometimes let him hear his mother's name* 
•• Let him reflect upon his royal birth 
u With modeft pride ; Pyrrhus will prove a friend t 

4t But let him know he has a conqueror's right." 

He muflbe taught to ftifle his refentments, 

And facrifice his vengeance to his fafety. 

Should he* prove headflrong, rafh, or unadvis'd r 

He then will frustrate all his mother's virtue, 

Provoke his fate, and I (hall die in vairu 
Ceph. Alas ! I fear I never (hall outlive you; 
jindr. No more : — thy tears, Ceph ifa, will betray me ; 

Affume a. cheerful look : but ftiU remejevfooc — 

\FlouriJb imdAiw 
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Hark how the trumpet, with its Uprightly notes* 
Proclaims the appointed hour, and calls us hence, 
Hedtor, I come, once more a queen, to join thee I 
Thus the gay victim, with frefh garlands crown'd, 
PleasM with the facred fife's enlivening found, 
Through gazing crowds in foiemn ftate proceeds, 
And dreft in fatal pomp magnificently bleeds. 

[Exeunt. 



ACTV. SCENE L 



Hermione alone. 

WhAT have I done ? Where am I ? Where ii 

Pyrrhus ? 
Ye gods ! what mean thefe horrors ? — I*m undone \ 
My foul is on the rack ! — I cannot bear it :— 
Why do I wander like fome guilty ghoft ? 
What brdught me to this place ? what keeps me here I 
The court of Pyrrhus has no room for me ! 
Do I ftill doubt if I ftiould love or hate him ? 
Hard-hearted man ! how unconcern'd he left me ! 
Did he once figh ? Beftdw one pitying look ? 
Once fhed a tear ? or fpeak one foft, kind word ? 
Did he fomuch as feign one moment's forrow, 
To calm my griefs, and mitigate his falfehood I 
Why am 1 ftill thus anxious for his life ? ^ 
Why do I ftartathis impending &*£> 
Shall he then live I Shall the Wfe ttte ^* 
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'o laugh at my diftrefs ? No, let him perifli ! 
e quick, Oreftes ? — Execute my orders ! 
Lias ! my orders ! Oh, prepofterous guilt ! 
an I decree the death of him I love ? 
\Tas it for this my foul delighted in him ? 
Pas it for this I left my father's court ? 
lave I then crofs'd fo many realms and feat 
1 o murder Pyrrhus ? 

EnUr Cleonb. 



Her. Oh, Cieone, help me ! 
(That have I done ? Is Pyrrhus yet alive i 
(That fay'ft thou ? — Anfwer me' : Where is the king ? 

CJeo. Madam ! I law the cruel prince fet forward, 
'riumphant in his looks, and full of joy. 
till as he walk'd his ravifli'd eyes were fixt 
)n the fair captive ; while through fhouting crowds 
he pafs'd along with a dejected air, 
ind feem'd to mourn her Hector to the laft. 

Hen Infulting tyrant ! I (hall burft with rage ! 
iut fay, Clcone, didft thou mark him well ? 
Pas his brow fmooth ? Say, did there not appear 
ome (hade of grief ; fome little cloud of forrow ? 
)id he not flop ? Did he not once look back ? 
)idft thou approach him ? Was he not confounded ? 
)id he not Oh, be quick and tell me all ! 

Cko. Madam, the tumult of his joy admits 
Jo thought but love. Unguarded he march'&ot^ 
Wid&a. promifcuous throng of friends axA fa^» 
is cores all turn upon Aftyanax, 
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Whom he has lodg'd within the citadel,. 
Defended by the ftrength of all his guards. 

Her. Enough! he dies! -~the traitor? Whei 

Oreftes ? 
Gko. He's in the temple with his whole retinue 
Her. Is he ftill refolute ? Is he ftill determin'd 
i Cleo. Madam, I fear 

Rer. How ! Is Oreftes fate? 
Does he betray me too ? 

Cleo. A thoufand doubts 
Perplex his foul, and wound him with remorfe i 
His virtue and his love prevail by turns. 
He told me Pyrrhus mould not fall ignobly : 
Pyrrhus, the warlike fon of great Achilles. 
He dreads the cenfure of the Grecian ftates j 
Of all mankind ; and fears to^ftain his honour. 
Her. Poortim'rous wretch! 'tisfalfe ! he bafelyfc 
. To cope with dangers, and encounter death ; 
Tis that he fears :— Am I bright Helen's daughl 
To vindicate her wrongs all Greece confpir'd ; 
For her confederate nations fought, and kings w( 

{lain ; 
Troy was o'erthrown, and a whole empire fell. 
My eyes want force to raife a lover's arm 
Againft a tyrant that has dar'd to wrong me. 
x Cleo* Madam, like Helen, truft your caufe to Grc 
Her. No ; Til avenge myfelf ; I'll to the tem 
I'll overturn the altar, ftab the prieft ; 
111 hurl deftru&ion like a whirlwind round me! 
They muft not wed ! they muft not live ! they 

not I 
Let mc be gone 1 1 nave. tk> m \&\dk\. 
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Stand off! hold me not ! I am all diffraction 1 
Oh, Pyrrhus! Tyrant! Traitor! Thou (halt bleed. 

Enter Okeste*. 



Orcft. Madam, 'tis done ; .your orders are obey'd : 
The tyrant lies expiring at the altar. 

Her. Is Pyrrhus flain ? 

Orcft. Even now he gafps in death : 
Our Greeks all undiftinguifh'd in the crowd, 
Jlock'd to the temple, and difpers'd themfelves 
On every fide the altar. I was there; 
Pyrrhus obferv'd me with a haughty eye, 
And, proud to triumpTi over Greece in me, 
^Frora his own brows he took the diadem 
And bound it on the temples of* his captive : 
Receive, faid he, my crown ; receive my faith ; 
Mine and my people's fovereign reign for ever. 
From this bleft hour, a father to your fon 5 
I'll fcourge his foes : henceforward be he ftyPd 
The Trojan king ; " Tfwear it at the altar, 
" And call the gods to ratify my vows." 
His fubjedts with loud acclamations fhook 
The fpacious dome. Our Greeks, enrag'd, cried out, 
Revenge ! revenge ! broke thro* the thronging prefs, 
And rufh'd tumultuous on the unregarded king, 
" Their eager fury left no work for me." 
Pyrrhus awhile opposM their claming fwords, 
And dealt his fatal blows on ev'ry fide 
With maaly Bercenefs ; till oppreftty tamtam, 
Streaming with blood, all oyer gaftl'4 YtV& >nonxA\> 
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He reePd, he groan'd, and at the altar feU.*-*— 
Hafte, madam ; let us fly ! Hafteto our (hips ! 
They lie unmoored : our friends attend us there. 

Her. What have they done ! 

Oreft. Madam, forgive their rage. 
I own your vengeance had been more complete, 
Had Pyrrhus fall'n by me, and had he known 
Hermione chaftis'd him by my arm. 

Her. Peace, monfter, peace! Go tell thy horrid talc 
To favages, and howl it in the deferts, 
Would'ft thou impute to me thy barb'rous guilt ? 
Me would'ft thou make th' accomplice of thy crimes? 
Hence to thy Greeks, and boaft thy foul exploits ! 
My foul abhors them ! I difclaim the deed ! 
Begone ! I know thee not ! Thou fell barbarian ! 
What had he done ? What could provoke thy madnefs 
To aflaflinate fo great, fo brave a man ? 
Who fet thee on ? 

Oreft. Oh grant me patience, heav'n ! 
With your own lips did you not curfe the tyrant, 
Pronounce his death, and urge me to deflroy him ? 
Her. What if, tranfported by my boundlefs paffion, 
I could not bear to fee him wed another, 
Were you to obey a jealous woman's phrenzy ? 
You fhould have div'd into my inmoft thoughts : 
My heart, tho' full of rage, was free from malice; 
And all my anger was excefs of love. * 

Why did you take me at my word ? You faw 
The ftruggles of my foul ; you heard me rave ; 
You mould have.queftion'd me a thoufand times, 
Yet iriJl have doubted, and ftill queftion'd on, 
Before you ventur'd on a life to ^ttdovx^ 
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OrjL Hear rat Utfpeakt Heav'n knows, againft 
toy will — 

/fcr. Why did you not return ? Why not confult me 
A fecond time ? And undetermin'd ftill, 
Again return, and ftill find new delays ? 
What had your rafti officious Greeks, dire blood- 
hounds ! 
To do with my revenge ? What drew you hither ? 
To bring on me the vengeful woes that haunt you ? 
Are thefe the fruits of your detefted love ? 
Your fatal embafly, your hateful prefence, 
Drove Pyrrhus to my rival ; and deftroys 
Both him and me. He might have lov'd me frill, 

Had you ne'er interpos'd A vaunt ! Begone ! 

And leave me in Epirus. 1 renounce 
My friends, my country, Greece, and all man- 
kind: 
But chiefly 1 renounce thee ! monfter, thee! [Exit* 

Oreft. Am I awake ? Where am I ? Soft, my foul ; 

Be not too rafh. Was that Hermione ? 

Why mould her anger thunder againft me ? 
Was not this blood fhed all by her command ? 
I am, indeed, a moft outrageous monfter ! 
A ruffian, murderer, a bafe aflaflin ! 
And all to pleafe a falfe, ungrateful woman. 
Henceforward let the laws of nations ceafe ; 
And let the pale, that fevers right and wrong, 
Things facred and profane, be broken down ; 
Gods in their temples, kings upon their thrones, 
Are not in fafety, while Oreftes lives. 
Oh, never more fhall my torn mindte takV&t 
Noruile the gentle comforts of xeifofe \ 
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A dreadful band of gloomy cares furroundme, 
And lay ftrong fiege to my diftracled foul. 

Enter Pylades, attended by Greets* 

PyL Hafte, prince ; let us begone : *tis death to 
flay. 
Andromache reigns queen : (he gives the alarm, 
And vows revenge upon the foes of Pyrrhus. 
The people arm and mufter in the ftreets: 
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard 
The palace gates, and to fecure our flight. 
We muft be fpeedy, fir. 

Orefi. You may depart, 

My friends Hermione and I remain 

Her cruelty has quite undone me ! " Go 

" And leave me to myfelf I'll find her OHt." 

PyL Alas, unhappy princefs ! fhe's no more ; 
" Forget her, fir, and fave yourfelf with us." 

Qreft. Hermione no more ! — Oh, all ye powers ! 

PyL Full of diforder, wildnels in her looks, 
With hands expanded, and difhevell'd hair, 
Breathlefs and pale, with fhrieks (he fought the temple; 
In the mid-way me met the corpfe of Pyrrhus ; 
She ftartled at the fight ; then, ftifTwith horror, 
Gaz'd frightful : waken'd from the dire amaze, 
She rais'd her eyes to heav'n with fuch a look 
As fpoke her forrows, and reptoach'd the gods : 
Then plung'd a poinard deep within her breafr, 
And fell on Pyrrhus, grafping him in death. 
Orefl. 1 thank you, gods — 1 t^n^x to\i\& cx^t& 
Tobefo wretched — You hase btttv mttrvm 
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To finifli your decrees ; to make Oreftes 
A. dreadful inftance of your power to punifli. 
I'm fingled out to bear die wrath of heav'n. 

PyL You hazard your retreat by thefe delays* 
The guards will foon befet us. Your complaints 
Are vain, and may be fatal. 
Ore/t* True, my friend ; 
And therefore 'twas I thank'd the bounteous gods. 
My fate's accomplifh'd— I fhall die content. 
Oh, bear me hence— blow, winds ! — 
PyL Let us be gone. 

Oreft. The raurder'd lovers wait me- Hark> they 
caUl 
Way, if your blood ftiil reeks, I'll mingle mine t 
One tomb will hold us all* 

PyL Alas ! I fear 
His ravings will return with his misfortunes. 

Orefl* I am dizzy \ — Clouds ! — Quite loft in utter 
dar knelt. 
Guide me, fome friendly pilot, through the ftorm. 

I fhtTer ! • Oh, T freeze I So ; Light returns ; 

'Tisthegreydawn! See, Pylades ! Behold!— 

I am encompafs'd with a fea of blood 1 - 

The crimfon billows ! »• ■■ Oh ! my brain's on fire ! 
PyL How is it, fir ? — Repofe yourfelf on me. 
Ore/1. Pyrrhus, ftand off !— What would'ft thou ?-— 
How he glares ! 
What envious hand has clos'd thy wounds ? — Have at 
thee. 

It is Herraione that ftrikes ConfuGon I 

She catches Pyrrhus in her artns.— -OYv, foqt tvvA 
How terrible (he looks I She knits Ytct'Wn \ 
D 
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TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 

GEORGE 

PRINCE OF WALES, 



Sir, 

IN Dedications, efpeciaHy thofe which Poets write, 
Mankind expeQ to find little Sentiment, and left 
■ Truth. A grateful Imagination adorns its BenefaSor 
•with every Virtue, and even flatters with Sincerity* 
Hence the Portrait of each Patron of the Mnfes h 
drawn with the fame Outline, andfinifhed as a Mo* 
del of Perfection. InfiruBed by the Errors of other s, 
I prefume not to make the Panegyrick of the Prince 
of Wale 3, nor to extol the Patronage of Literature 
as the mofijhining Quality of a Prince. Tour Royal 
. Highnefs will permit me to mention one fort of Pa* 
tronage which can never he praifed too much ; that, I 
mean, which extending its Influence to the whohe 
Society, forms and excites the Genius of Individuals 
by exalting the Spirit of the State* 

InfUtutions, that revive* in a great and highly civi* 
lized People thofe Virtues of Courage, Manhood, and 
Love of their Country, which are mofi apt, in the Pro* 
grefs of Refinement* to decay, produce at tbc Jamc 
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time that pleqfing and ornamental Genius, which can- 
not fub/ift in a Mind that does not partake of thofi 
Qualities which it defcribes. This is an Obfervation 
which has efcaped the Notice of the greater Part of 
Writers^ who have inquired into the caufes of the 
Growth and Decay of Poetry and Eloquence ; hut it 
has not efcaped the Penetration of Long in us, who 
writing in the Decline of the Roman Empire, and 
lamenting that the true Sublime was not to be found 
in the Works of his Time, boldly imputer that De- 
fell to the Change of Policy ; and enumerates with 
Indignation the Vices of Avarice, Effeminacy, and 
PufiUanimity 9 which, arifingfrom the Lofs of Liberty, 
had Jo enthralled and debafed the Minds of Men, that 
they could not look up, as he calls it, to any thing 
elevated and fubBme / And here, as in other $>uef- 
tions, the great Critic quotes the Authority of Ins 
Mqfter Homer. The Day of Slavery bereaves a Man 
of half his Virtue. The Experience of fucceedsng 
Times has Jhewn that Genius is affetled by Changes* 
left violent than the Lofs of Liberty ; that it ever 
fiourifhes in Times of Vigour and Enterprize, and 
languifhes amidft the fure Corruption of an inaBive 
Age. 

Tour Royal Highnefs $ as Heir Apparent of the 
Britifli Empire, bath in view the nobleft Field that 
ever a laudable Ambition entered. The envied State 
of this Nation cannot remain precifcly as it is; the 
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Tide muft flow, or ebbfqfler than it has ever flowed. 
A Prince defined in fueb a Period to reign , begins a 
memorable Era of PerfeSion or Degeneracy. The 

ferious Cares and' princely Studies of your Youth, 
the vjfible tenor of your generous and conflant 
Mind, have filed the Breqfts of all good Men with 
hopes of you equal to their Wifhes. That theft 
Hopes may be fulfilled in their utmofi Extent, is the 

Jtnccre and ardent Prayer of 

Tour Royal Highneft's 
Mofl bumble 

Mofl obedient, 
And mofl devoted Servant, 

JOHN HOME. 



i 



JOHN HOME. 



Thb Author of the Tragedy of Bought was origi- 
nally defigned for the Miniftry — The B'tografim 
remarks, that looking upon Tragedy as a Moral 
Poem, inculcating the pureft principles of Reli- 
gion, he did not imagine the particular defigna- 
tionofhis life as at all exempting him from thus 
indulging in the ftrong bent of Genius : — He ac- 
cordingly compofed the Tragedy of Douglas. 

The Kirk of Scotland however, confeientioufly 
no doubt, endeavoured to win over this ftray child 
from prefiimed perdition, and finding him refo- 
lutely bent upon ftanding the hazard of the die, 
they charitably perfecuted not merely himfelf, but 
thofe who encouraged our young Bard. 

If he bore up againft all this inveterate wrong, 
he had the fuccefs of his piece to confole him for 
what he might lofe, and what was certainly better 
ftill for Home, the attention of the Earl of Bute, 
who, like a true Mscenas, introduced him to the 
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knowledge of his Augustus, our prefent gra- 
cious Sovereign, then Prince of Wales: this 
allured Mr Home the comforts of a penfion, and 
we believe a/Atf*.— He " has kept the noifelefs 
" tenour of his way»" known only to his Friends 
aadtotheMufes. 

TAe/bBowing are its Dramas : 



i Douglas, printed 1757 4 Fatal Discoveky 1769 
a Aois - - 1758 5Alonza - - 1773 
3 Si ioe or Aojhlsia 1760 6ALmo - . 1778 



DOUGLAS. 



Mr. Gray offers an opinion upon this trage 
confonant with that, of the prefent writer, th 
claims permiffion to cite it, as, poetically, an a 
rity perhaps the higheft. " I am greatly ftruck 
" the tragedy of Douglas, though it has infinite fz 
" the author feems to have retrieved the tru 
guage of the ftage, which had been loft for 
u huhdred years ; and there is onefcene betweei 
" tilda and the old peafant fo mafterly, ^hat it d 
" me blind to all the defects in the world." 



u 



This tragedy abounds in nervous pi&ureiqw 
pathetic writing ; the chief incidents are extn 
from an antient Scottifh Ballad, entitled C 
Maurice. — To fupply curiofity with a referee 
hand, it is here printed correctly : — 

CHILD MAURICE. 



Child Maurice was an eric's ion 
His name it waxed wide ; 

It was nae for his great riches, 
Nor yit his meikle pride, 

But for his dame, a lady gay 
Wha livd on Canon &&*• 
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Whar fall I get a bonny boy 

That will win hofe and (hoen, 

« That will gae to lord Barnard^sha, 
And bid his lady come ? 

« And yc maun rin errand Willie, 

• And ye maun rin wi fpeid ; 

1 When ither boys gang on their feet 
« Ye fall ha prancing ftcid.' 

« O no ! oh no ! my mafter deir ! 

" I dar na for my life ; 
« I'll no gae to the bauld barons, 

" For to tiicft furth his wife,** 

« My bird Willie, my boy Willie, 

« My deir Willie, he faid, 
• How can ye drive again ft the ftrcim ? 
For I fall be obey'd.' 

w Bat O my mafter deir ! he cryd, 
In grenewode ye're your lane : 
« Oi owr fie thochts I wald ye red, 
« For feir yc ibid be tane. M 

« Hafte, hafte, I fay, gae to the ha, 
« Bid her come here wi fpeid ; 
If ye refufe my hie command, 
« Til gar your body bleid. 

< Gae bid her tak this gay mantel, 

* Tis a gowd bot the hem ; 

• Bid her come to the gude grenewode, 

• Ein by herfel alane ; 
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* And there it is, a filken fark, 

* Her ain hand (ewd the fleire ; 

« And bid her come to Child Maurice; 

• Speir nae bauid baron** leive.* 

M Yes I willgae your black errand, 
«* Thouch it be to your coft ; 

* Sen ye will nae be warnd by me, 
" InityefcllfindtWh, 

« 4 The baron he's a man o micht, 
" He neir could bide to taunt ; 

M And ye will fee before its nicht, 
44 Sma caufe ye ha to vaunt. 

44 And fen 1 maun your errand rin, 
" Sae fair againft my will, 

* l*fe mak a vow, and keip it trow, 
44 It fall be donefor ill." 

Whan he cam to the broken brig, 
He bent his bow and fwam ; 

And whan he cam to grafs growing, 
Sat down his feet and ran. 

And whan he cam to Barnard's yeat, 

Wold neither chap nor ca, 
But fet his bent bow to his breift, 

And lichtly lap the wa. 

He wald na tell the man his errand 
Thoch he ftude at the yeat ; 

Bat ftreight into the ha he cam, 
Whar they were fet at meat. 
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• Hail ! bail ! my gentle fire and dame! 

• My meflage winna wait, 

• Dame, ye maun to the grenewode gae, 

' Afore that it fee late. 

' Ye're bidden tak this gay mantel, 

• Tis a gowd bot the hem : 

' Ye maun hafte to the gude grenewode! 
■ Ein byyourfel alane. 

c And there it is, a filken ftrk, 
4 Your ain hand fcwd the flcive ; 

• Ye matin gae fpeik to Child Maurice ; 
< Spelrnae bauld btMn^kive.*' 

The lady fomped wi her foot, 

And winked wi her eie; 
But a that me cold iky or do, 

Forbidden to wald aae be* 

11 It's flirefy to my bower-woman, 

" It neir cold be to me.*' 
1 I brocbt it to lord Barnard's lady, 

• I trow that ye be (hee/ 

Then up and fpak the wylie swift, 

(The bairn upon her knie,) 
M If it be cum from Child Maurice - 

" It's deir welcum to me." 

• Ye lie, ye lie, ye filthy notfe, 
' Sae loud as I heir ye lie ; 

•* 1 brocht it to lord Barnard's lady 

• I trow ye bcAac (bee.* 
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Then tip and fpake the bauld baron! 

An angry man was he : 
He has lane the table wi his foot, 

Sae has he wi his knie, 
Till cryftal cup and ezar di(h 

In Binders he gard flic. 

" Gae bting a robe pf your eliding, 

" Wi a the hafte ye can, 
« And I'll gae to the gnde grenewode* 

M Aud fpeik wi your leman." 

« O bide at hame now lord Barnard ! 

• I ward ye bide at hame ;_ 

' Neir wyte a man for violence, 
« Wha neir wyte ye wi nane. ' 

Child Maurice (at in the grenewode* 

He whittled and he (ang : 
" O what meins a the folk coming ? 

M My mother tarries lang.*V 

'The baron to the grenewode cam, 

Wi meikle dule and care ; 
And there he firft fpyd Child Maurice, 

Kaming his yellow hair. 

• Nae wonder, nae wonder, Child Maurice 

• My lady Iocs thee weil : 

« Thefaireftpartofmybodjr 

• Is blacker than thy heil. 

Yet neir the lefs now, Child Maurice * 
For a tby great bewtic, 
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H Ye'fe rcw the day yc eir was born ; 
* That head fall gac wi an.* 

Now lie hat drawn hk trufty brand, 

And flaided owr the ftrae ; 
And throoch Child Maurice fair body 

He gar'd the cauld iron gae. 

And he has tane Child Maurice held, 

And fct it on a fpeir $ 
The meineft man in a Ms train, 

Has gotten that heid to heir. 

And he has tane Child Maurice up, 

Laid him acrofs his fteid ; 
And brocht him to his painted bower 

And laid him on a bed. 

The lady on the caAle wa 

Beheld baith dale and down ; 
And there (he faw Child Maurice heid 

Cum trailing to the toun. 

« Better I !o« that bluidy heid, 
•^ Bot and that yellow hair, 

* Than lord Barnaid and a his lands 
M As they lig here and there/' 

And (he has tane Child Maurice heid 
And kUTcd baith cheik and chin 5 

* I was anesfow of Child Maurice 
" As the hip is o the ftane. 

* I gat ye in my father's houfe 
4t Wi meikle fin and name a 
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" I brocht ye up in the grenewode 
" Ken'd to myfel alane : 

u Aft have I by thy craddle fitten, 

" And fondly tein thee flcip ; 
M But now I maun gae 'boot thy grava 
" A mother's teirs to weip*** 

Again fhe kuVd hisbluidy chrik, 

Again his bluidy chin; 
" O better I looed my fon Maurice, 

" Than a my kyth and kin 1" 

* Awa, awa, ye ill woman, 

' An ill dethe may ye die J 

* Gin I had ken'd he was your fon 

' He had neir bein flayne by me.* 

« Obraid me not, my lord Barnard ! 

" Obraid me not for (hame I 
u Wi that fam fpeir, O perce my heart, 

«« And fate me frae my pain ! 

" Since naething but Child Maurice heid 

" Thy jealous rage cold quell 
« Let that fame hand now tak her lyfe, 

" That neir to thee did ill. 

w To me nae after days nor nichts 

M Will eir be faft or kind : 
« I'll fill the air with heavy fichs, * 

" And greit till I be blind." 

* Eneuch of bluid by me* been ipilt, 
* Seek not your dethe frae me ; 
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* I'd rather far it had been myfd, 

* Than either him or thee. 

' Wi hopeleft wae I hear your plaint* 
' Sair, fair, I me the deid»— 
That eir this curfed hand of mine 
« Sold gar his body bleid ! 

' Dry up your teirs, my vrinfome dame* 

* They neircan heal the wound \ 
« Ye fee his heid upon the fpeir, 

* His heart's bluid on the ground* 

■ 1 curfe the hand that did the deid, 
« The heait that thocht the ill, 

« The feet that bare me wi fie fpeid, 
* The comely youth to kill. 
.» 

« I'JI aye lament for Child "Maurice 
c As gin he war my ain ; . 

■ I'll neir forget the dreiry day 

< On which the youth was flam.' 
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JN antient times , when Britain's trade was arms, 

And the lov'd mtific of her youth, alarms ; 

A godlike race fuftaindfair England's fame .• 

Who has not heard of gallant Piercy's name ? 

Ay, and of Douglas ? Such tihiflrious foes 

In rival Rome and Carthage never rpfe ! 

From age to age bright fhone the Britiih/£r*, 

And every hero was a hero's fire. 

When powerful fate decreed one worrier 9 s doom* 

Vpfprung the phamx from his parent 9 ! tomb. 

But whilfl thofe generous rivals fought and fell, 

Thofe generous rivals lov'd each other well »• 

Tho* many alloody field was lojl andwon^ 

Nothing in hate y in honour all was done. 

When Piercy wrong 9 d 9 defy 9 d his prince or peert^ 

Faft came the Douglas with his Scottifh^rarx $ 

And 9 when proud Douglas made his King hisfoe^ 

For Douglas, PiercY benth'ts Englffh bow* 

ExpeWd their native homes by adverfe fate, 

They knock 9 d alternate at each other 9 ! gate : 

Then bla% d the caflle, at the midnight hour, 

For him whofe arms badfhooi itsfitmeft tow'r. 
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^Ttns night a Dou 6l as your frote&ion chums % 
J *f wife ! a mother! Pity's fqfteft names : 
L ttejiory of her woes indulgent hear, 
■ jind grant your fuppBant alljbe legs, a tear. 
In confidence Jbe begs ; and hopes to find 
Jbacb EflgliihJr^, Sie nolle Pisrcy's, Imd. 
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IN days ofctqjficfame, when Perfia's Lord 
Opposed his millions to the Grecian fword 9 
Flouriflfdtheftate of Athens, fmall herjlore, 
Rugged her foil f and rocky was herflore, 
Like Caledonia*/ : yetfhegam'd a name 
Thatfiands unrivaPdin the rolls of fame* 

Such proud pre-eminence not valour gave f 
(For who than Sparta'/ dauntkfs fons more htavi 
But learnings and the love of every art 9 
That virgin Pallas and the Mufe impart. 

Above the reft the Tragic Mufe admir y d 
Each Attic hreqft with nohleftpqfftonsfir'JL 
In peace their poets with their heroes fear* d 
Glory, the hero's, and the lard's reward. 
The Tragic Mufe each glorious record kept ', 
And* o'er the kings fhe conquer' d 9 Athens wept** 

Here let me ceafc, impatient for thcfcene 9 
To you I need not praife the Tiagic Queen t 
Oft has this audience foft compqjjionfhown 
T* woeS of heroes , heroes not their axum 

♦See the Persai of ^fchylus. 
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This fight ourfcenes no common tear demand f 
He comes, tie hero of your native land! 
'Douglas, a name thro* all the world renown* d 9 
A name that roufes Hie the trumpet's found ! 
<0ft have your fathers, prodigal of life 9 
4 Douglas follow* d thro 9 the bloody firife ; 
Hejh have been known at that dread name to yields 
And, Douglas dead, bis name hath won the field* 

mien attentive to the various tale 9 
Mark if the author's kindred feelings fail ; 
Swafd by alternate hopes, alternate fears, 
He waits the tefi of your congenial tears. 
Iftbeyfialljlow, lack to the mufe he pes, 
Andtids your heroes infuccejjhn rife ; 
G>te the wand' ring warriors as they roam, 
Douglas qffures them of a welcome home, 
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ACTL SCENE L 



The Court of a Cqflle^ furrounded txitb Woods. Enter 
Lady Randolph* 

Lady Randolph. 
ITe woods and wilds, whofe nielancboly gloom 
lecords with my foul's fadnefs, and draws forth 
The voice of forrow from my burfting heart, 
Farewel a while : I will not leave you long ; 
?or in your (hades I deem Tome fpirit dwells, 
ATho from the chiding ftream, or groaning oak, 
kill hears and anfwers to Matilda's moan. 
)h, Douglas ! Douglas 1 if departed ghofts 
\rt e'er permitted to review this world, 
Within the circle of that wood thou art, 
Vnd with the paffion of immortals hear'ft 
Vfy lamentation : hearll: thy wretched wife 
Weep for her humand (lain, her infant loft. 
Vfy brother's timelefs death I feem to moux* 
Wboperi/h'd with thee on thia fatal day*— 
£ ft 
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To thee I lift my voice ; to thee addrefs 
The plaint which mortal ear has never heard. 
O difregard me not ; tho* Fm call'd 
Another's now, my heart 13 wholly thiae. 
Incapable of change, affection lies 
Buried, my Douglas, in thy bloody grav«. 
But Randolph comes, whom fate has made my lor«? 
To chide myanguifh, and defraud the dead. 

Enter Lord Randolph. 

Lord R. Again thefe weeds of woe ! fay, dofltl' 
well 
To feed a paflion which confumes thy life ? 
The living claim {ome duty ; vainly thou 
Beftow'ft thy cares upon the filent dead. 

Lady /?. Silent, alas ! is he for whom 1 mourn s 
Childlefs, without memorial of his name, 
He only now in my remembrance lives. 
" This fatal day flirs my time-fettled forrow, 
«' Troubles afrefh the fountain of my heart* 

*' Lord R. When was it pure of fadnefs ! Thefe 
-black weeds 
• " Exprefs the wonted colour of thy mind, 
" For ever dark and difmal. Seven long years 
" Are pafs'd, fince we were join'd by facred ties % 
" Clouds all the while have hung upon thy brow, 
*' Nor broke, nor parted by one gleam of joy." 
Time, that wears ont the trace of deepeft anguUh, 
u As the fea fmoothes the prints made in the fand/ 
Has pafsM o'er thee in vain. 

" Lady R. If tune to come 
u Should prove as lue&Gku&i ^tfc* vsb% \atfc* ' 
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" Thou can'ft not blame me. When our Scottiih 

youth 
tt Vy'd with each other for my lucklefs love* ' 

u Oft I befought them, I implor'd them all 
** Not to aflail me with my father's aid, 
** Nor blend their better deftiny with mine. 
** For melancholy had congeal'd my blood, 
** And froze affection in my chilly breaft. 
c< At Iaft my Sire, rous'd with the bafe attempt 
** To force me from him, which thou rend'red'ft vain* 
*' To his own daughter bow'd his hoary head, 
c * Befought me to commiferate his age, 
m And vow'd he mould not, could not die in peace, 
m Unlefe he faw me wedded, and fecur'd 
44 From violence and outrage. Then, my lord ! 
** In my extreme diflrefs I call'd on thee, 
** Thee I befpake, profefs'd my ftrong defire 
u To lead a fingle, fohtary life, 
* And begg'd thy Noblenefs, not to demand 
u Her for a wife whofe heart was dead to love. 
" How thou«perfifted , ft after this, thou know'ft, 
" And muft confefs that I am not unjuft, 
" Nor more to thee than to myfelf injurious. 

" Lor JR. That I confefs ; yet ever muft regret 
"The grief I cannot cure." Would thou wert not 
Compos'd of grief and tendernefs alone, 
u But had'ft a fpark of other paffions in thee, 
u Pride, anger, vanity, the ftrong defire 
" Of admiration, dear to woman-kind ; 
u Thefe might contend with, and attay tivj ^c\cS v 
■** As meeting tides and currents fmootVv ovvc fa\&. . 
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H Lady R. To fuch a caufe the human mind oi 
owes 
u Its tranfient calm, a calm Ienvy not." 

Lord R, Sure thou art not the daughter of Sir Mal- 
colm : 
Strong was his rage, eternal his refentment : 
For when thy brother fell, he fmiPd to hear 
"That Douglas* fon in the fame field was .(lain. 

Lady R. Oh ! rake not up the afhes of my fathers : 
Implacable refentment was their crime, 8l^ 

And grievous has the expiation been. 
Contending with the Douglas, gallant lives 
Of either houfe were loft ; my anceftors 
CompelFd, at laft, to leave their ancient feat 
On Tiviot's pleafant banks ; and now, of them 
No heir is left. Had they not been fo ftern, 
I had not been the laft of all my race. 

Lord R. Thy grief wrefts to its purpofes my word* 
I never afk'd of thee that ardent love 
Which in the breafts of fancy's children burns. 
Decent affection and complacent kindnefs 
Were all 1 wifh'd for ; but I wiftYd in vain. 
Hence with the lefs regret my eyes behold 
The ftorm of war that gathers o'er this land : 
If I mould perifh by the Danifh fword, 
Matilda would not fhed one tear the more. 

Lady R. Thou doft not think fo : woeful as I ami 
I love thy merit, and efteem thy virtues. 
But whither go'ft thou now ? 

LordR. Straight to the camp, 
Where every warior on &t\xp-to* &?&&% 
O/expeclation, and imjtttocft a&» 
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who arrives, if he is come to tell 

)anes are landed. 

T y R. O, may adverfe winds, 

)m the coaft of Scotland, drive their fleet ! 

very foldier of both hofts return 

ce and fafety to his pleafant home ! 

' R. Thoufpeak'ft a woman's, hear a warrior'* 

wifli: 
from their native land, the ftormy norths 
he wind blow, till every keel is fix'd 
veable in Caledonia's ftrand ! x 
fhall our foes repent their bold invafion, 
•oving armies (hun the fetal more. 
t R, " War I deteft : but wan with foreign foes,, 
ofe manners, language, and whofe looks are 

grange, 
lot fo horrid, nor to me fo hateful, 
that which with our neighbours oft we wage* 
•iver here, there an ideaUine, 
fancy drawn, divide the lifter kingdoms, 
each fide dwells a people fimilar, 
twins are to each other ; valiant both ; 
h for their valour famous thro' the world, 
will they not unite their kindred arms, 
d, if they muft have war, wage diftant war> 
with each other fight in cruel conflict, 
lant in ftrife, and noble in their ire, 
2 battle is their paftime. They go forth* 
y in the morning, as to fummer fport ; 
lenev'ning comes, the glory of the morn, 
e youthful warrior is a clod of clay. 
is M the prime of either haplefs land \ 
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u And fuch the fruit of Scotch and Englifh wars. 

•* LordR. I'll hear no more : this melody would makje 
" A foldier drop his fword, and doff his arms, 
" Sit down and weep the conquefts he has made ; 
" Yea, (like a monk), fing reft and peace in heav'n 
" To fouls of warriors in his battles (lain.'* 
Lady, farewel : I leave thee not alone ; 22C^ 

Yonder comes one whofe love makes <}uty light. 

IE**- 

Enter Anna. 

Anna. Forgive the raflinefs of your Anna's Ion: 
Urg'd by affection, 1 have thus prefura'd 
To interrupt your folitary thoughts ; 
And warn you of the hours that you negUdt* 
And lofe in fadnefs. 

Lady R. So to lofe my hours 
Is ail the ufe 1 wifh to make of time. { 

Anna. To blame thee, lady, fuits not witlumy ftatei 
But fure I am, fince death firft prey'd on man, 
Never did filler thus a brother mourn. 
What had your forrows been if you had loft, 
In early youth, the hufband of your heart ? 

Lady R. Oh ! 

Anna. Have I diftrefs'd you with officious love f 
And ill-tim'd mention of your brother's fate ? 
Forgive me, Lady : humble though I am, 
The mind I bear partakes not of my fortune ; 
So fervently I love you, that to dry 
Thefe piteous tears, I'd tt\T<y*j m^ \\fe vm>i% 2& 



Act I. DOUGLAS.. iojr 

Lady R. What power dire&ed thy unconfcious 
tongue 
To (peak as thou haft done ? to name 

Anna. 1 know not : 
But fince my words have made my miftrefs tremble,, 
1 will fpeak fo no more : but filent mix 
My tears with hers. 

Lady R. No, thou (halt notbe filent. 
Ml truft thy faithful love, and thou fhalt be 
Henceforth th* inftru&ed partner of my woes. 
But what avails it ? Can thy feeble pity 
Roll back the flood of never-ebbing time ? 
Compel the earth and ocean to give up 
Their dead alive ? 

Anna, What means my noble miftrefs ? 

Lady R. Did'ft thou not afk what had my forrows 
been, 
If I in early youth had loft a hufband ?— 
In the cold bofom of the earth is lodg'd, 
Mangl'd with wounds, the hufband of my youth ; 
And in fome cavern of the ocean lies 
My child and his* 260 

Anna. Oh Lady moft reverM ! 
The tale wrapt up in your amazing words 
Deign to unfold. 

Lady R. Alas ! an ancient feud, . 
Hereditary'evil, was the fource 
Of my misfortunes. Ruling fate decreed, 
That my Lrave brother mould in battle favo 
The life of Douglas* fon, our Jioufe's foe : 
The youthful warriors vow'd eternal ftVwvdftivj. 
E-3 
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To fee the vaunted filler of his friend, 

Impatient, Douglas to Balarmo came, 

Under a borrowed name. — My heart he gain'd ; 

Nor did J long refufe the hand he begg'd : 

My brother's prefence authoris'd our marriage. 

Three weeks, three little weeks, with wings of down a 

Had o'er us flown, when my lov'd lord was call'd 

To fight his father's battles ; and with him, 

In fpite of all my tears, did Malcolm go. 

Scarce were they gone, when my ftern fire was told 

That the falfe {banger was lord Douglas' fon. 

Frantic with rage, the baron drew his fword 

And queftion'd me. Alone, forfaken, faint, 

Kneeling beneath his fword, fault'ring I took 

An oath equivocal, that I ne'er would 

Wed one of Douglas' name. Sincerity ! 

Thou firfr. of virtues, let no mortal leave 

Thy onward path, although the earth mould gape, 

And from the gulph of hell deftru&ion cry, 

To take diffimulation's winding way. 

Anna. Alas ! how few of woman's fearful kind 
Durft own a truth fo hardy ! 

Lady R. The firft truth 
Is eafieft to avow. This moral learn, 
This precious moral from my tragic tale. 
In a few days the dreadful tidings came 
That Douglas and my brother both were flain- 
My lord ! my life ! my hufband ! mighty God I 
What had 1 done to merit fuch affliction I 

Anna. My deareft lady I many a tale of tears 
Pre Jiilen'd to ; but never did I hear 30a 

A tale fo fad as this. 
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Lady R. In the firft days 
Of my diffracting grief, I found myfelf — 
As women with to be* who love their lords. 
-But who durft tell my father ? The good prieft 
Vho join'd our hands, my brother's ancient tutor,, 
"With his lov'd Malcolm, in the battle fell ; 
"They two alone were privy to the marriage. 
On filence and concealment I refolv'd, 
"Till time mould make my father's fortune mine; 
That very night on which my fon was born, 
My nurfe, the only confident I had, 
Set out with him to reach her lifter's houfe : 
But nurfe, nor infant have I ever feen, 
Or heard of, Anna, fince that fatal hour. 
"_My murder'd child ! — had thy fond' Mother fear\f 
""The lofsdf thee, (he had loud fame defy'd, 
" Defpis'd her father's rage, her father's grief, 
" And wander'd with thee through the fcorning 
world." 

Anna. Not feen nor heard of! then perhaps he lives. 

Lady /?. No. It was dark December ; wind and rahv 
Had beat all night. Acrofs the Carron lay- 
The deftiir'd road ; and in its fwelling flood. 
My faithful fervant perifh'd with my child. 
'*- Oh ! haplefs fon of a moil haplefs fire ! 
" But they are both at reft ; and I alone 
u Dwell in this world' of woe, condemned to walk, 
" Like a guilt-troubled ghoft, my painful rounds ;"' 
Nor has defpiteful fate permitted me 
TJie comfort of a folitary forrow. 
Though dead to love, I was compeli'd to vred 
Randolph,, who liatch'd me from a VvUtttis arc&vv. % 
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And Randolph now poflefles the domains, 
That by Sir Malcolm's death on me devolv'd ; 
Domains, that mould to Douglas' Ton have giv'n 
A baron's title and a baron's power. 
" Such were my foothing thoughts, while I bewail'd 
u The flaughter'd father of a fon unborn. 
" And when that fon came, like a ray from heav'n, 
" Which mines and difappears ; alas j my child ! 
" How long did thy fond mother grafp the hope 
" Of having thee, fhe knew not how, reftor'd. 
u Year after year hath worn her hope away ; 
" But left fliJl undiminifh'd her de/ire. 

" Anna. The hand that fpins th' uneven thread of 
life, 
" May fmooth the length that's yet to come of yours. 
" Lady R. Not in this world ; 1 have confider'd well 
" It's various evils, and on whom they fall. 
*' Alas ! how oft does good nefs wound itfelf? ' 
" And fweet affection prove the fpring of woe." 
Oh ! had I died when my lov'd hufband fell ! 
Had fome good angel op'd to me the book 
Of Providence, and let me read my life, 
My heart had broke, when I beheld the fum 
Of ills, which one by one I have endur'd. 

Anna, That God, whofe rainifters good angels are, 
Hath (hut the book, in mercy to mankind ; 
But we muft leave this theme : Glenalvon comes ; 
1 faw him bend on you his thoughtful eyes, 
And hitherwards he (lowly ftalks his way. 

Lady R. 1 will avoid him. An ungracious jwriba 
It doubly irkfome in an hour like this. 
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Anna • Why fpeaks my lady thus to Randolph's 
heir ? 

Lady R. Becaufe he's not the heir of Randolph's 
virtues. 
Subtle and fhrewd, he offers to mankind 
An artificial image of himfelf : 
And he with eafe can vary to the tafte 
Of different men, its features. " Self-denied, 
" And mailer of his appetites he feems : 
" But his fierce nature, like a fox chain'd up, 
" Watches to feize unfeen the wifh'd-for prey. 
« Never were vice and virtue pois'd fivll, 
" As in Glenalvon's unrelenting mind." 
Yet is he brave and politic in war, 
And ftands aloft in thefe unruly times. 
Why I defcribe him thus I'll tell hereafter. 
Stay, and detain him till I reach the caftle. 

££*//. Lady Randolih. 

Anna. Oh happinefs ! where art thou to be found ? 
I fee thou dwelleft not with birth and beauty, 
Tho' grac'd with grandeur and in wealth array'd : 
Nor doft thou, it would feem with virtue dwell j 
Elfe had this gentle lady mifs'd thee not. 

Enter Glenalvon. 

Glen. What doft thou mufe on, meditating maid ? 
Like fome entranced and vifionary feer, 
On earth thou ftand'ft, thy thoughts afcend to heaven. 

Anna. Would that 1 were, e'en as thou fay'ft, a 
kcr f 
To have my doubts by heavenly vi&ou dwsfiA 
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Glen. What doft thou doubt of? What haft tho« 
to do 
With fubjects intricate ? Thy youth, thy beauty, 
Cannot be queflion'd : think of thefe good gifts ; 
And then thy contemplations will be pleafing. 

Anna. Let women view yon monument of woe, 
Then boaft of beauty : who fo fair as (he ? 
But 1 muft follow ; this revolving day 
Awakes the mem'ry of her antient/voes. Fxfr Anna. 

Glen, [filus] So !-— Lady Randolph (huns me ; by 
and by 
I'll wop her fe the lion wooes his brides. 
The deed's a doing now, that makes me lord 
Of thefe rich valleys, and a chief of pow*r 
The feafon i3 moil apt ; my founding fteps- 
Will not be heard amidft the din of arms. 
Randolph has livM too long : his better fate 
Had the afcendant once, and kept me down : 
When I had feiz'd the dame* by chance he came,. 
Refcu'd, and had the kdy for his labour ; 
I 'fbap'd unknown ; a (lender confolation !• 
Heav'n is my witnefs that I do not love 
To fow in peril, and let others reap 
The jocund harveft. Yet I am not fafe : 
By love or fomething like it, flung, inflam'd, 
Madly I blabb'd my paffion to his wife, 
And fhe has threatened to acquaint him of it. 
The way of woman's will L do not know : 
But well I know the Baron's wrath is deadly. 
I will not live in fear : the man I dread 
Is as a Dane to me : ay, and the man 
Who Hands betwixt me zxA \vy c\vvd tafat*. 
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"o bar but he ; (he has no kinfman near ; 
^° brother in his lifter's quarrel bold ; 419 

^ndforthe righteous caufe, a Granger's caufe, 
1 inow no chief that will defy Glenalvon. Exit. 






ACT II. SCENE I. 



-*& Court, Esfc. Enter Servantr and a Stranger at one 
door, and Lady Randolph and An n a at another. 

Lady Randolph. 

"What means this clamour? Stranger, fpeak fecure ; 
Haft thou been wrong'd ? Have thefe rude men pre- 

fum'd 
To vex the weary traveller on his way ? 

F. Sen By us no ftrariger ever fufTered wrong t 
This man with outcry wild has called us forth 1 
So fore afraid he cannot fpeak his fears. 

Enter Lord Randolph and a young man, with their 
/words drawn and bloody. 

Lady R. Not vain the ftranger's fears ! how fares 
my ford* 
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Lord R. That it fares well, thanks to this gallani 
youth, 
Whofe valour fav'd me from a wretched death ! 
As down the winding dale I walk'd alone. 
At the crofa way four armed men attack'd me : 
Rovers, I judge, from the licentious camp, 
Who would have quickly laid lord Randolph low, 
Had not this brave and generous ftranger come, 
Like my good angel, in the hour of fate, 
And mocking danger, made my foes his own. 
They turn'd upon him, but his active arm 
Struck to the ground, from whence they rofe no more* 
The fierceft two ; the others fled amain, 
And left him mailer of the bloody field. 
Speak, lady Randolph ; upon beauty's tongue „ 
Dwell accents pleafing to the brave and bold. 
Speak noble dame, and thank him for thy lord. 

Lady R. My lord, I cannot fpeak what now I feel. 
My heart o'erflows with gratitude to Heav'n, 
And to this noble youth, who, all unknown. 
To you and yours, deliberated not, 
Nor paus'd at peril, but, humanely brave, 
Fought on your fide againft fuch fearful odds. 
Have you not learn'd of him, whom we mould thank 
Whom call the faviour of lord Randolph's life ? 

Lord R. 1 alk'd that queftion, and he anfwered not 
But I muft know, who my deliverer is. 

\To the Stranger 

Strati, A low-born man, of parentage obfcure, 
Who nought can boaft but his defire to be 
A foldier, and to gain a name in arms. 

ZtrJX. Whoe'er thouart> \to^ t$a&LYi«&ni&K4 
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! great King of kings ! thou art ordain'd 
:amp'd a hero, by the fovereign hand 
ture ! blufh not, flower of modefty 
11 as valour, to declare thy births 
n. My name is Norval : on the Grarapion hills 
her feeds his flocks ; a frugal fwain, 
conftant cares were to increafe his ftore, 
:ep His only fon, myfelf, at home, 
lad heard of battles, and I long'd 
ow to the field fome warlike lord : 
leav'n foon granted what my fire deny'd. 
toon which rofe laft night, round as my (hield* 
H yet fill'd her horns, when, by her light, 
i of fierce barbarians, from the hills, 
like a torrent down upon the vale, 
:ng our flocks and herds. The, (hepherds fled 
ety and for fuccour. I alone, 
>ended bow, and quiver full of arrows, 
d about the enemy, and mark'd 
•ad he took ; then hafted to my friends, 
, with a troop of fifty chofen men, 
idvancing. The purfuit I led. 
fe o'ertook the fpoil-incumber'd foe. 60 

jght and conquer'd. Ere a fword was drawn, 
ow from my bow had pierc'd their chief, 
(rore that day the arms which now I wear, 
ling home in triumph, I difdain'd 
epherd's flothful life ; and having heard 
ur good king had fummoned his bold peers 
d their warriors to the Carron fide, 
my father's houfe, and took nA\S\ tor. 
)q /errant to conduct mj fte^ \ 
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Yon trembling coward, who forfook his matter* 
Journeying with this intent, I pafs'd thefe towers, 
And, Heaven -directed, came this day to do 
The happy deed that gilds my humble name. 

Lord Ran, He is as wife as brave. Was ever tale 
With fuch a gallant raodefty rehears 'd ? 
My brave deliverer ! thou {halt enter now 
A nobler lift, and in a monarch's fight 
Contend with princes for the prize of fame* 
I will prefent thee to our Scotttfh king, 
Whofe valiant fpirit ever valour lov'd* 80 

Ah ! my Matilda, wherefore ftarts that tear i 

Lady R. 1 cannot fay : for various affections. 
And ftrangely mingled, in my bofom fwell ; 
Yet each of them may well command a tear. 
I joy that thou art fafe ; and I admire 
Him and his fortunes, who hath wrought thy fafety ; 
Yea, as my mind predicts, with thine his own. 
Obfcure and friendlefs, he the army fought, 
Bent upon peril, in the range of death 
Refolv'd to hunt for fame, and with his {word 
To gain diftindtion which his birth denied. 
Ift this attempt unknown he might have perinVd,, 
And gain'd with all his valour, but oblivion. 
Now, grac'd by tn~ee, his virtue ferves no more 
Beneath defpair. The foldier now of hope 
He {lands confpicuous ; fame and great renown 
Are brought within the compafs of his fword ; 
On this my mind reflected, whilft you fpoke, 
And blefs'd the wonder-working Lord of Heaven. 

Lord R. Pious and grateful ever are thy thoughts!* 
My deeds {hall follow where thou- point'ft the* way. 
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Next to myfelf, and equal to Glenalvon, 102 

Id honour and command (hall Norval be. 

Nor. I know not how to thank you. Rude I am, 
In fpeech and manners : never till this hour 
Stood 1 in fuch a prefence : yet, my lord, 
There's fomething in my breaft, which makes me 

bold 
To fay, that Norval ne'er will fhame thy favour. 

Lady R. I will be fworn thou wilt not. Thou flialt be 
My knight ; and ever, as thou didft to-day , 
With happy valour guard the life of Randolph. 

LordR. Well haft thou fpoke. Let me forbid reply. 

[To Norval* 
We are thy debtors ftill ! Thy high defert 
O'ertops our gratitude. I muft proceed, 
As was at firft intended, to the camp. 
Some of my train, I fee, we fpeeding hither, 
Impatient, doubtlefs, of their lord's delay. 
Go with me, Norval, and thine eyes fhall fee 
The chofen warriors of thy native land, 
Who languifh for the fight, and beat the air 120 
With brandifh'd fwords. 

Nor. Let us begone, my lord. 

Lord R. [To Lady Randolph] About the time 
that the declining fun 
Shall his broad orbit o'er yon hills fufpend, 
Expect us to return. This night once more 
Within thefe walls 1 reft ; my tent I pitch 
Tomorrow in the field. Prepare the feaft, 
Free in his heart who for his country fights : 
He in the eve of battle may refign 
Himfelf to focial pleafure : fweeteft then, 
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When danger to a foldier's foul endears 
The human joy that never may return. 

[Exeunt Randolph and Norvau 
Lady R. His parting word s have ftruck a fatal truth* 
Oh, Douglas 1 Douglas ! tender was the time 
When we two parted, ne'er to meet again ! 
How many years of anguifh and defpair 
Has Heaven annex'd to thofe fwift-paffing hours 
Of love and fondnefs. M Then my bofom's flame 
€i Oft, as blown back, by the rude breath of fear 
41 Return'd, and with redoubled ardour blaz'd." 140 
Anna* May gracious Heav'npour the fweet balm 
of peace 
Into the wounds that fefter in your breaft I 
For earthly confolation cannot cure them. 

Lady R. One only cure can Heav'n itfelf bellow j— 
A grave — that bed in which the weary reft. 
Wretch that I am ! Alas f why am 1 fo I 
At every happy parent I repine ! 
Howbleft the mother of yon gallant Norval ! 
She for a living hufband bore her pains, 
And heard him blefs her when a man was born :. 
She nurs'd her fmiling infant on her breaft ; 
Tended the child, and rear'd the pleaGng boy : 
She, with affection's triumph, faw the youth 
In grace and comelinefs furpafs his peers :. 
Whilft I to a dead hufband bore % fon, 
And to the roaring waters gave my child!. 

Anna. Alas ! alas ! why will you thus refume 
Your grief afrefh ; I thought that gallant youth 
Would for a while have wotv ^o\x from ^o\w ^fc*. 
On him intent you gatf d, ^MkuAoofc v**> 
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Much more delighted, than your penfive eye 
Has deign'd on other objects to beftow. 
Lady R. Delighted, fay'ft thou ? Oh ! even there 
mine eye 
Found fuel for my life-confunting forrow; 
I thought, that had the fon of Douglas liv'd, 
He might have been like this young gallant ftranger* 
And pair'd with him in features and in fhape. 

In all endowments, as in years, 1 deem, 

My boy wkh blooming Norval might have numbered. 

Whilft thus I mus'd, a fpark from fancy fell 

On my fad heart, and kindled up a fondnefs 

For this young ftranger wand 'ring from hi3 home, 

And like an orphan caft upon my care. 

I will protect thee, faid 1 to myfelf, 

With all my power, and grace with all my favour. 
Anna. Sure Heav'n will blefs fo gen'rous a refolve. 

You muft, my noble dame, exert your power : 

You muft awake : devices will be fram'd, 

And arrows pointed at thebreaft of Norval. 
Lady R. Glenalvon's falfe and crafty head will work 

Againft a rival in his kinfman's love> 

If I deter him not ; I only can. 

Bold as he is, Glenalvon will beware 

How he pulls down the fabric that t raife. 
• I'll be the artift of young Norval's fortune. 

" 'Tis pleafingto admire ! moft apt was I 

u To this affection in my better days ; 

" Though now I feem to you fhrunk up, retirM 

** Within the narrow compafs of my woe. 

u Have you not ibmetimes feen an eaxty &on*« 
" Open its bud, and /pread its filkcu \cmci* . 
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u To catch fweet airs, and odours to bcftow; 

u Then, by the keen blaft nipt, pull in its leave?9 

u And, though ftill living, die to fcent and beaut^T • 

* Emblem of me ; affliction, like a ftorm, 

• 4 Hath kili'd the forward bloffom of my heart*" 

Enter Glenalvon. 

Glen. Where is my deareft kinfman, noble Randolph* 1, 
Lady R. Have you not heard, Glenalvon, of t-^^ c 

bafe — 
Gfen. I have ; and that the villains may not 'fcap^^^* 
With a ftrong band I have begirt the wood. iiT ° 
If they lurk there, alive they (hall be taken, 
And torture force from them th* important fecret, 
Whether fome foe of Randolph hir'd their fwords, 

Or if 

Lady R. That care becomes a kinfman's love. 
I have a counfel for Glenalvon's ear, [Exit Anna. ^ 
Glen. To him your counfels always are commands. "" 
Lady R. I have not found (b ; th6u art known to me 
Glen. Known ! 

Lady R. Arid moft certain is my caufe of knowledge. -" 
Glen. What do you know ? By the moft blefled crofi, 
You much amaze me. No created being, 
Yourfelf except, durft thus accoft Glenalvon. 
Lady R. Is guilt fo bold ? and doft thou make a 
merit 
Of thy pretended meeknefs ? This to me, 
Who, with a gentlenefs which duty blames, 
Have hitherto conceal'd what, if divulg'd, „ 
Would make thee nobbing ; ot^W vrofc. x tavfruft^ 



Act H. DOUGLAS. xi» 

An outcaft beggar, and unpitied too : 
For mortals fhudder at a crime likethine. 

Gltn. Thy virtue awes me. Firft of womankind! 
Permit me yet to fay, that the fond man 
Whom love tranfports beyond flridl virtue's bounds, 
If he is brought by love to mifery, 
In fortune ruin'd, as in mind forlorn, 
Unpitied cannot be. Pity's the alms 
Which on fuch beggars freely is beftow'd $ 
For mortals know that love is ftill their lord, 
And o'er their vaia refolves advances ftill : 
As fire, when kindled by our fhepherds, moves 
Through the dry heath before the fanning wind. 

Lady R. Referve thefe accents for fome other ear. 
To love's apology I liften not. 
Mark thou my words ; for it is meet thou fhouldft. 
His brave deliverer Randolph here retains. 
Perhaps his prefence may not pleafe thee well ; 
But, at thy peril, praclife ought againft him : 
I*et not thy jealoufy attempt to (hake 
And loofen the good root he has in Randolph ; 
"Whofe favourites I know thou haft fupplanted. 
"Thou look'ft at me, as if thou fain would'ft pry 
Into my heart. 'Tis open as my fpeech, 
I give this early caution, and put on 
The curb, before thy temper breaks away. 
The friendlefs ftranger my protection claims : 
His friend I am, and be not thou his foe. [Exit. 
Glen. Child that I was to ftart at my own ftladow> 
And be the (hallow fool of coward conscience ! 
"I am not what I have been : what I ftvovi\&\&» 
The darts ofdc&iny have almoft ^terc? A 
4 -i 
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My marble heart. Had 1 one grain of faith 
In holy legends and religious tal.es, 
I (hould conclude there was an arm above 
That fought againft me, and malignant turn'd, 
To catch myfelf, the fubtle fnare 1 fet. 
Why, rape and murder are not fimple means ! 
Th' imperfecl rape to Randolph gave a fpoufe ; 
And the intended murder introduc'd 
A favourite to hide the fun from me ; 
And worft of all, a rival. Burning hell ! 
This were thy center, if 1 thpught (he loved him 
'Tis certain (he contemns me ; nay, commands n 
And waves the flag of her difplcafure o'er me, 
In his behalf. And (hall I thus be brav'd ? 
Curb'd as (he calls it, by dame Chaftity ? 
Infernal fiends, if any fiends there are 
More fierce than hate, ambition, and revenge, 
Rife up, and fill my bofom with your fires 
" And policy remorfelefs ? Chance may (poil 
" A (ingle aim ; But perfeverance muft 
" Profper at laft. For chance and fate are words 
" Perfiftive wifdom is the fate of man." 
Darkly a project peers upon my mind, 
Like the red moon when rifing in the eaft, 
Crofs'd and divided by ftrange-colourM clouds. 
I'll feek the (lave who came with Norval hither, 
And for his cowardice was (purned from him. 
I've known a follower's rankled bofom breed 
Venom molt fatal to his heedlefs lord. E 
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A Court) fcfr. as before. Enter Anna. ' 

Anna* 

y vaflals, grief, great nature's order break, 
d change the noon-tide to the midnight hour, 
lilft lady Randolph fleeps, I will walk forth, 
d tafte the air that breathes on yonder bank, 
eet may her (lumbers be ! Ye minifters 
gracious Heaven who love the human race, 
gels and feraphs who delight in goodnefs !, 
'fake your fkies, and to her couch defcend ! 
ire from her fancy chafe thofe difmal forms 
at haunt her waking ; her fad fpirit charm 
th images ecleftial, fuch as pleafe 
5 blefl: above upon their golden beds. 

Enter Servant. 

s er. One of the vile afTaflins is fecur'd. 

found the villain lurking in the wood : 
th dreadful imprecations he denies 

knowledge of the crime. But this is not 
F 
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His firfteflay: thcfe jewels were concealM 
la the moil fecret places of his garment ; 
Belike the fpoils of fome that he kas murder'd. 

Anna, Let me look on them. Ha I here is a heart* 
The chofen creft of Douglas' valiant name ! 2( 

Thcfe are no vulgar jewels. Guard the wretch. 

<[£*// Anna. 

Enter Servants with a Prlfoner. 

Pnf. I know no more than does the child unbort 

Of what you charge me with. 
ift Ser, You fay fo, Sir ! 
But torture foon fhall make you fpeak the truth. 
Behold the lady of lord Randolph comes ; 
Prepare yourfelf to meet her juffc revenge. 

Enter Lady Randolph and Ash a. 

Anna. Summon your utmoft fortitude, before 
You fpeak with him. Your dignity, your fame> 
Are now at flake. Think of the fatal fecret, 
Which in a moment from your lips may fly. 

Lady R. Thou (halt behold me, with a defperatc 
heart, 
Hear how my infant perilh'd. See, he kneels. 

[TbePrifonerhuh 
Prif. Heav'n blefs that countenance fo fweet ani 
mild ! 
A judge like thee mates uftocefett motOw^ 
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1, fave me, lady ! from thefe cruel men, 
ho have attack'd and feiz'd me ; who accufe 
e of intended murder. As I hope 
r mercy at the judgment-feat of Heaven, 40 

ie tender lamb, that never nipt the grafs, 
not more innocent than I of murder. 
Lady, R. Of this man's guilt what proof can ye pro- 
duce ? 
\fl Ser. We found him lurking in the hollow glynn. 
hen view'd and calPd upon, amaz'd he fled, 
e overtook him, and enquir'd from whence 
nd what he was ; he faid he came from far, 
id was upon his journey to the camp. 
>t fatisfied with this, we fearch'd his clothes, 
^d found thefe jewels, whofe rich value plead 
>ft pow'rfully againft him. Hard he fcems, 
nd old in villainy. Permit us try 
is ftubborrinefs againft the torture's force. 
P/t/1 Oh, gentle lady ! by your lord's dear life ; 
hich thefe weak hands, I fwear, did ne'er afTail ; 
id by your children's welfare, fpare my age ! 
t not the iron tear my ancient joints, 
nd my gray hairs bring to the grave with pain. 
Lady R. Account for thefe ; thine own they cannotbe : 
r thefe, I fay : be ftedfuft to the truth ; 60 

tefted falfhood is moft certain death. 

[ Anna removes ike Servants and returns'] 
Ptif. Alas ! I'm fore befet ! let never man, 
r fake of lucre, tin againft his foul ! 
irnal juftice is in this molt juft ! 
juiltlefs now, mail former guilt rc^wA. 
F 2 
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Lady R. 'Oh ! Anna hear ! — once more Icharge thee 
fpeak 
The truth direcl ; for thefe to me foretel 
And certify a part of thy narration ; 
With which, if the remainder tallies not, 
An inftant and a dreadful death abides thee. 

Prif. Then, thus adjur'd, I'll fpeak to you as juft 
As if you were the minifter of heaven, 
^Sent down to fearch the fecret fins of men : — 
Some eighteen years ago I rented land 
Of brave Sir Malcolm, then Balarmo's lord ; 
But falling to decay, his (ervants feiz'd 
All that 1 had, and then turn'd me and mine, 
(Four heplefs infants and their weeping mother) 
•Out to the mercy of the winter winds. 
A little hovel by the river's fide So 

Received us : there hard labour, and the (kill 
In fifhing, which was formerly my lport, 
Supported life. Whilft thus we poorly hVd, 
One ftormy night, as I remember well, 
The wind and rain beat hard upon our roof; 
Red came the liver down, and loud and oft 
The angry fpirit of the water fhriek'd. 
Ac the dead hour of night was heard the cry 
Of one in jeopardy. I rofe, and ran 
To where the circling eddy of a pool, 
Beneath the ford, us'd oft to bring within 
My reach, whatever floating thing the flream 
Had caught. The voice was ceas'd j the perfon loft: 
But looking fad and earneft on the waters, 
By the moon's light I few, vfKiri'd round and round, 
A ba/ket ; foon I drew it to \hs. tasftL, 
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neftled curious there an infant lay. 
dy R. Was he alive ? 
if. He was. 

iy R. Inhuman that thou art ! ioo 

couldft thou kill what waves and tempeft fpared \ 
f. I am not fo inhuman, 
Iy R. Didft thou not ? 

na. My noble miftrefs, you are mov'd too much r 
man has not the aipect of ftern murder ; 
im go on, and you, I hope, will hear 
tidings of yourkkfman's long-loft child. 
C The needy man who has known better days,, 
/horn diftrefs has fpited at the world, 
whom tempting fiends would pitch upon 
y fuch deeds as make the profperous men 
ip their hands and wondc * who could do them, 
fuch a man was I ; a man d \.lin'd, 
faw no end of black adverfity : 
for the wealth of kingdoms, 1 would not 
touch'd that infant with a hand of harm. 
dy R. Ha ! doft thou fay fo; then perhaps he live*. 
; f. Not many days ago he was alive. 
y R.O God of Heav'n! did he then diefo lately t 
f. 1 did not fay he died ; I hope he lives, 
lany days ago thefe eyes beheld 1 2 r. 

flourifhing in youth, and health, and beauty.. 
fy R. Where is he now ? 
C Alas ! I know not where. 
<fy R. Oh, fate! I fear thee ftill. Thou riddler^ 

fpeak 
I and clear ; elfe I will fearch tty fo\A. 
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Anna. " Permit me, ever honour' d ! Keen impa • 

tience, 
" Though hard to be reftrain'd, defeats itfelf." — 
Purfue thy ftory with a faithful tongue, 
To the laft hour that thou didft keep the child. 

Prif. Fear not my faith, though I muft fpeak n3» J 
fhame ; 
Within the cradle where the infant lay, 
Was ftow'd a mighty ftore of gold and jewels ; 
Tempted by which, we did refolve to hide, » 
From all the world this wonderful event, 
And like a peafant breed the noble child. 
That none might mark the change of our eftate, 
We left the country, traveled to the north, 
Bought flocks and herds, and gradually brought fortE* 
Our fecret wealth. But God's all-feeing eye 
Beheld our avarice, and fmote us fore. i^^^ 

For one by one all our own children died, 
And he, the Stranger, fole remain'd the heir 
Of what indeed was his. Fain then would I, 
Who with a father's fondnefs lov'd the boy, 
Have trufted him, now in the dawn of youth, 
With his own fecret : but my anxious wife, 
> Foreboding evil, never would confent. 
Meanwhile the ftripling grew in years and beauty ; 
And, as we oft obferv'd, he bore himfelf, 
Not as the offspring of our cottage blood ; 
For nature will break out : mild with the mild, 
But with the forward he was fierce as fire, 
And night and day he talk'd of war and arms. 
Ifet my fe If againft Vus v/aiVvke V>eta \ 
Bat all in vain ; for when a &c%m<:WA 
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)f robbers from the favage mountains came 

Lady R. Eternal Providence ! What is thy name I 
Prif My name is Norval ; and my name he bears. 
Lady /?. 'Tis he ! 'tis he himfelf ! It is my fon ! 1 60 
}h, fovereign- mercy ! 'Twas my child I faw ! 
tfo wonder, Anna, that my bofom burn'd. 
Jinna. Juft are your tranfports : " ne'er was woman's 
heart 
1 Prov'd with fuch fierce extremes. High fated dame I'* 
*ut yet remember that you are beheld 
*y fervile eyes ; your geftures may be feen 
JnpaiEon'd, ftrange ; perhaps your words o'erheardL 
lady R. Well doft thou counfel, Anna: Heai'it 
beftow 
in me that wifdom which my ft ate requires. 

u Anna. The moments of deliberation pafs, 
'And foon you muft refolve. This ufeful man 
* Muft be difmiffed in fafety, ere my lord 
*■ Shall with his brave deliverer return." 

Prif. If I, amid ft aftonifhment and fear, 
^Jave of your words and geftures rightly judg'd, 
fhou art the daughter of my ancient mafter 5 
The child I refcu'd from the flood is thine. 

Lady R. With thee diflimulation now were vain, 
t am indeed the daughter of Sir Malcolm ; 
The child thou refcu'dft from the flood is mine 180 
Prif, Bleft be the hour that made me a poor man,. 
Rly poverty hath fav'd my mafter's houfe ! 

Lady R. Thy words furprize me : fure thou dolt 
not feign ! 
The tear Hands in thine eye ; fuchtave from ^wt&: 
5/>; Malcolm's, houfe defeiv'd not •, \l atv^X.- 
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Thou told's the ftory of thy own diftrefs. 

Prif. Sir Malcolm of our barons was the flower J 
The fafteft friend, the beft, the kindeft matter. 
But ah ! he knew not of.my fad eflate. 
After that battle, where his gallant fon, 
Your own brave brother, fell, the good old lord 
Grew defperate and recklefs of the world ; 
And never, as he erft was wont, went forth 
* To overlook the conduct of his fervants. 
By them I was thruft out, and them I blame : 
May Heav'n fo judge me as 1 judge my matter ! 
And God fo love me as 1 love his race ! 

Lady R. His race (hall yet reward thee. On *z ty 
faith 
Depends the fate of thy Wd matter's houfe.- 
Rememb'reft thou a little lonely hut, M 

That like a holy hermitage appears 
Among the cliffs of Carron ? 

Prif. I remember the cottage of the cliffs. 

Lady R. *Tis that I mean : 
There dwells a man of venerable age, 
Who in my father's fervice fpent his youth : 
Tell him I fent thee, and with him remain, 
'Till I (hall call upon thee to declare, 
Before the king and nobles, what thou now 
To me has told. No more but this, and thou 
Shalt live in honour all thy future days ; 
Thy fon fo long fhall call thee father ftill, 
And all the land fhall blefs the man who fav'd 
The fon of Douglas, and Sir Malcolm's heir, 
Remember well my words ; if thou fhouldft meet 
Him whom thou catt'ft tty W> &\\Vc^\vvk!lSg\ 



o* 
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And mention nothing of his nobler father. 

Prif Fear not that 1 fliall mar fo fair an harveft, 
By putting in my fickle ere 'tis ripe. 
Why did I leave my home and ancient dame ? 220 
To find the youth, to tell him all I knew, 
And make him wear thefe jewels in his arms, 
Which might, I thought, be challeng'd, and fo bring 
To light the fecret of his noble birth, 

[Lady Randolph goes towards the Servants. 

Lady R. This man is not th' afTaffin you fufpecled, 

Though chance combin'd fome likelihoods againft 

him. 
He is the faithful bearer of the jewels 
*o their right owner, whom in hafte he feeks. 
1 is meet that you mould put him on his way, 
Since your miftaken zeal hath dragg'd him hither. 

[Exeunt Stranger and Servants* - 
^ly faithful Anna ! doffc thou fhare my joy ? 
- know thou doft. Unparallel'd event ! 
teaching from heav'n to earth, Jehovah's arm 
^natch'd from the waves, and brings to me my fon ! 
udge of the widow, and the orphan's father, 
\ccept a widow's and a mother's thanks 
?or fuch a gift ! What does my Anna think 
Dfthe young eaglet of a valiant neft ? 
-low foon he gaz'd on bright and burning arms, 
Spurn 'd the low dunghill where his fate had thrown • 
him, 240 

\nd tower'd up to the region of his fire ! 

Anna. How fondly did your eyes devour the boy ! 
vlyfterious nature, with the unfeen cord 
>fpow'rfulsnftin&, drew you to your otox. 
F 3 
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Lady R. The ready ftory of his birth believ'd 
Suppreft my fancy quite ; nor did he owe 
To any likenefs my fo fudden favour : 
But now I long to fee his face again, 
Examine every feature, and find out 
The lineaments of Douglas, or my own. 
But moft of all I long to let him know 
Who his true parents are, to clafp his neck, 
And tell him all the ftory of his father. 

Anna. With wary caution you muft bear yourfeW 
In public, left your tendernefs break forth, 
And in obfcrvers ftir conjectures ftrange. 
" For, if a cherub in the fhape of woman 
" Should walk this world, yet defamation would, 
" Like a vile cur, bark at the angel's train." — 2<T 
To-day the baron ftarted at your tears. 

Lady R. He did fo, Anna ! well thy miftrefs kno^» 
If the leaft circumftance, mote of offence, 
Should touch the baron's eye, his fight would be 
With jealoufy diforder'd. But the more 
It does behove me inftant to declare 
The birth of Douglas, andafTerthis rights. 
This night I purpofe with my fon to meet, 
Reveal the fecret, and confult with him : 
For wife he is, or my fond judgment errs 
As he does now, fo lookM his noble father, 
Array'd in Nature's eafe : his mien, his fpeech, 
Were fweetly fimple, and full oft deceiv'd 
Thofe trivial mortals who feem always wife. 
But, when the matter match 'd his mighty mind, 
Up rofe the hero ; on his ^\tTc\t\^ e.^ 
■"V&t ob/ervation j on eac\\ ^Wct ot &wug*. 
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^ecifion folio w'd, as the thunderbolt 
^urfues the flafh. 

Anna. That demon haunts you ftill : . 
Behold Glenalvon! 28a> 

Lady R. Now I fhun him not. 
^his day I brav'd him in behalf of Norval : 
^erhaps too far : at leaft ray nicer fears 
^or Douglas thus interpret. 

Enter Glenalvon. 

Glen. Noble dame ! " 
?he hovering Dane at laft his men hath landed : • 
Jo band of pirates ; but a mighty hoft, 
7hat come to fettle where their valour conquers : 
?o win a country, or to lofe themfelves. 

Lady R. But whence comes this intelligence, Gle- 
nalvon ? 

Glen. A nimble courier fent from yonder camp, 
?o haften up the chieftains of the north, 
nform'd me as he pafs'd, that the fierce Dane 
fad on theeaftern coaft of Lothian landed, 
« Near to that place where the fea rock immenfe, 
6 Amazing bafs, looks o'er a fertile land* 

" Lady R. Then muft this weftern army march to ». 
join. 
1 The warlike troops that guard Edena's tow'rs. 

" Glen. Beyond all queftion. If impairing time 

* Has not eflPac'd the image of a place, 300 
' Once perfedl in my breaft, there is a wild 

* Which lies to weihvard of that rmgjw.^ votV, » 
And feems by nature formed for t\tt, c%tn£ 
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" Of water-wafted armies, whofe qhief ftrength 
** Lies in firm foot, unflank'd with warlike horfe : 
V If martial fkill directs the Danifh lords, 
'* There inacceilibje their army lies 
u To our fwift-fcow'ring horfe, the bloody field 
" Muft man to man, and foot to foot be fought." 
1 (iffy R. How many mothers fhall bewail their i 
How many widows weep their hufbands flain ! 
Ye dames of Denmark, ev'n for you 1 feel. 
Who, fadly fitting on the fea-beat fhore, 
Long look for lords that never fhall return. 

Glen, Oft has th' unconquer'd Caledonian fwor 
Widow'd the north. The children of the flain 
Come, as I hope, to meet their father's fate. 
The monfter war, with her infernal brood, 
Loud-yelling fury and life -ending pain, 
Are objefls iuited to Glenalvon's foul. 3 

Scorn is more grievous than the pains of death ; 
Reproach more piercing than the pointed fword. 

LadyR. I fcorn thee not but when I ought to fco 
Nor e'er reproach, but when infulted virtue 
Againft audacious- vice aflerts herfelf. 
1 own thy worth, Glen'alvon ; none more apt 
Than I to praife thine eminence in arms, 
And be the echo of thy martial fame. 
No longer vainly feed a guilty paflion : 
Go and purfue a lawful miftrefs, Glopy. 
Upon the Danifh crefts redeem thy fault, 
And let thy valour be the fhield of Randolph. 1 

Glen. One inftant ftay, and hear an alter'd mai 
When beauty pleads for virtue, vice ahafh'd 
Flies its own colours, and&ot& tfw \&Totoa&« 
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I am your convert ; time will fhew how truly : 
Yet one immediate proof I mean to give. ■- 
That youth for whom your ardent zeal to-day, 
Somewhat too haughtily defy'd your flave, 
Amidft the fhock of armies Til defend, 340 

And turn death from him, with a guardian arm, 
" Sedate by ufe, my bofom maddens not 
** At the tumultuous uproar of the field." 

Lady R. Act thus, Glenalvon, and I am thy friend: 
But that's thy Jeaft reward. Believe me, fir, 
T he truly generous is the truly wife ; 
^Vnd he who loves not others lives unbleft. 

{Exit Lady Randolph. 
Glen, [folus.] Amen ! and virtue is its own reward. 
I think that I have hit the very tone, 
tn which flie loves to fpeak. Honey'd afTent, 
tiow pleafant art thou to the tafte of 'man, 
^.nd woman alfo ! flattery direct 
Rarely difgufts. They little know mankind 
IVho doubt its operation : 'tis my key, 
And opes the wicket of the human heart. 
How far I have fucceeded now, I know not. 
Vet I incline to think her ftormy virtue 
ts lull'd awhile ; 'tis her alone I fear ; 
Whilfl fhe and Randolph live, and live in faith 
And amity, uncertain is my tenure. 360 

M Fate o'er my head fufpends difgrace and death, 
*« By that weak air, a peevifh female's will. 
Ci I am not idle ; but the ebbs and flows 
*' Of fortune's tide cannot be calculated." 
That flare ofNorvd's I have found moft. a$u 
T/hew'd luw gold, and he has p&vra'dYvn foal 



t 



134 DOUGLAS. Act IY, 

To fay and fwear whatever I fuggeft. 
Norval, I'm told, has that alluring look, 
'Twixt man and woman, which I have obferv'd 
To charm the nicer and fantaftic dames, 
Who are, like lady Randolph, full of virtue. 
In raifing Randolph's jealoufy, I may 
But point him to the truth. He feldom errs, 
Who thinks the worft he can of womankind.. . 
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Flourtfh of Trumpets. Enter Lord R an dolp h attended* 

Lord Randolph. 

Summon an hundred horfe, by break of day, 
To wait our pleafure at the caflle gate. 

Enter Lady Randolph. 

Lady R. Alas, my Lord ! I've heard unwelcome 
news ; 
The Danes are landed. 

Lord R. Ay, no inroad this 
Of the Northumbrian bent to tate. **y»\ \ 
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^o'fportive war, no tournament effay, 
^f fome young knight refolv'd to break a fpear, 
Vnd ftain with hoftile blood his maiden arms, 
rhe Danes are landed : we muft beat them back, 
Dr live the flaves of Denmark. 

Lady R. Dreadful times ! 

Rord R. The fencelefs villages are all forfaken ; 
rhe. trembling mothers, and their children lodg'd 
n wall-girt towers and caflles ; whilft the men 
Retire indignant. Yet, like broken waves, 
Fhey but retire more awful to return. 

Lady R. Immenfe, as fame reports, the Danifh 

hoft! 
Lord R. Were it as numerous as loud fame reports, 
\n army knit like ours would pierce it through : 20 
brothers, that fhrink not from each other's fide, 
\nd fond companions, fill our warlike files : 
?or his dear offspring, and the wife he loves, 
rhe hufband, and the fearlefs father arm. 
>n vulgar breafts heroic ardor burns, 
\nd the poor peafant mates his daring lord. 

Lady R. Men's minds are temper'd, like their 
fwords, for war ; ' 

< Lovers of danger, on deftrudlion's brink 

* They joy to rear ered their daring forms. 

* Hence, early graves; hence, the lone widow's life ; 
' And the fad mother's grief-embitter'd age." 
Where is our gallant gueft ? 

Lord /?. Down in the vale 
I left him, managing a fiery fteed, 



135 DOUGLAS. Act IV. 

Whofe ftubbornnefs had foiTd the ftrength and (kill 
Of every rider. But behold he comes, 
In earneit converfation with Glenalvon. 



Enter Norval and Glenalvon. 

GlenalvoD ! with the lark arife ; go forth, 
And lead my troops that lie in yonder vale : 
Private I travel to the royal camp : 40 

Norval, thou goeft with me. But fay, young man! 
Where didft thou learn fo to difcourfe of war, 
And in fuch terms, as I o'erheard to-day ? 
War is no village fcience, nor its phrafe 
A language taught amongft the fliepherd fwains. 

Nor. Small is the fkill my Lord delights to praifc 
In him he favours. Hear from whence it came. 
Beneath a mountain's brow, the moft remote 
And inacceffible by fhepherds trod, 
In a deep cave, dug by no mortal hand, 
A hermit liv'd ; a melancholy man, 
Who was the wonder of our wand'ring fwains. 
Auilcre and lonely, cruel to himfelf, 
Did they report him ; the cold earth his bed, 
Water his drink, his food the fhepherd's alms. 
I went to fee him, and my heart was touch'd 
With rev'rence and with pity. Mild he fpake, 
And, entering on difcourfe, fuch ftories told 
As -made me oft revifithis fad cell. 
For he had been a foldier in his youth ; 60 

And fought in famous battles, ^^k^«i 
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Of Europe, by the bold Godfredo led, 

Againft th' ufurping infidel difplay'd 

The blefled crofs, and won the Holy Land; 

Pleas'd with my admiration, and the fire 

His fpeech {truck from me, the old man would (hake 

His years away, and act his young encounters : 

Then, having fhew'd his wounds, he'd fit him down, 

And all the live-long day difcourfe of war. 

To help my fancy, in the fmooth green turf 

He cut the 'figures of the marfhaPs hofts ; 

Defcrib'd the motions, and explainM the ufe 

Of the deep Column, and the lcngthenM line, 

The fquare, the crefcent, and the phalanx firm. 

For all that Saracen or Chriftian knew 

Ofwar's vaft art, was to this hermit known. 

Lord R. Why did this foldier in a defart hide 
Thofe qualities, that mould have grac'd a camp ? 
, Nor. That too at laft I learn'd. Unhappy man ! 
Returning homewards by Medina's port, 89 

Loaded with wealth and honours bravely won. 
A rude and boift'rous captain of the fea 
Faften'd a quarrel on him. Fierce they fought ; . 
The ftranger fell, and with his dying breath 
Declar'd his name and lineage. Mighty pow'r ! 
The foldier cried, my brother 1 Oh my brother ! 

Lady R. His brother ! 

Nor. Yes ; of the fame parents born ; 
His only brother. They exchang'd forgivenefs : 
And happy in my mind was he that died ; 
For many deaths has the furvivor fuffer'd. 
Jn the wild defart on a rock he fits, 
Or on fome namekfs ilream's untrodden \ra&Y%* 
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And ruminates all day his dreadful fate* 
At times, alas ! not in his- perfect mind, 
Holds dialogues with his lov'd brother's ghoft j 
And oft each night foi fakes his fullen couch, 
To make fad orifons fbr him he flew. 

Lady R. To what myfterious woes are mortals born ! 
In this dire tragedy were there no more 1 00 

Unhappy perfons ? Did the parents live ? 

Nor* No, they were dead \ kind Heav'n had cloa'd ; 

their eyes, \ 
Before their fon had fhed his brother's blood. 

LordR. Hard is his fate ; for he was not to blame 1 
There is a deftiny in this ftrange world, 
Which oft decrees an undeferved doom* 
Let fchoolmen tell us why Prom whence thefe. 

founds ? [Trumpets at a dtftancu 



Enter an Officer*. 

Offi. My lord, the trumpets of the troops of Lorn : 
The valiant leader hails the noble Randolph. 

LordR* Mine ancient gueft ! Does he the warrior*, 
lead? 
Has Denmark rous'd the brave old knight to arras . 

Offi. No ; worn with warfare, he refigns the fword*. 
His eldeft hope, the valiant John of Lorn, 
Now leads his kindred bands. 

Lord R. Glenalvon, go. 
With hofpitality's molt ftrong requeft 
JEn treat the chief. {Exdt Glenalvon*. 
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Offi. My lord, requefts are vain. 
He urges on, impatient of delay, 
Stung with the tidings of the foe's approach. 120 

Lord R. May victory fit on the warrior's plume! 
Bravefl of men ! his flocks and herds are fafe ; 
Remote from war's alarms his paflures lie, 
By mountains inacceflible fecur'd : 
Yet foremoft he into the plain defcends, 
Eager to bleed in battles not his own. 
Such were the heroes of the ancient world 5 
Contemners they of indolence and gain ; 
E)ut ftill, for love of glory and of arms, 
Prone to encounter peril, and to lift, 
Againft each ftrong antagonift, the fpear. 
I'll go and prefs the hero to my breaft. 

[Exit with the Officers 

Lady R. The foldier's loftinefs, the pride and pomp 
In veiling awful war, Norval, I fee, 
Tranfport thy youthful mind. 

Nor. Ah ! Ihouid they not ? 
Blefs'd be the hour I left my father's houfe ! 
I might have been a fhepherd all my days, 
And ftole obfcurely to a peafant's grave. 
Now, if I live, with mighty chiefs I ftanp! ; 140 
And, if I fall, with noble duft I lie. 

Lady R. There is a generous-fpirit in thy breaft, 
That could have well fuftain'd a prouder fortune. 
This way with me ; under yon fpreading beech, 
Unfeen, unheard, by human eye or ear, 
I will amaze thee with a wond'rous tale. 
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Nor. Let there be danger. Lady, with the fecret. 
That I may hug it to my grateful heart, 
And prove my faith. Command my fword, my life: 
Thefe are the fole poffeflions of poor Norval.. 

Lady R. Know'ft thou thefe gems ? 

Nor. Durft I believe mine eyes, 
I'd f.iy I knew them, and they were my father's.. 

Lady R. Thy father's, fay'ft thou ? Ah, they were 
thy father's ! 

Nor. I faw them once, and curioufly enquir'd 
Of both my parents, whence fuch fplendor came I 
But I was check' d, and more could never learn. 

lady R. Then learn of me, thou art not Nornl'i 
fon. 

Nor. Not Norval's fon ! 

Lady R. Nor of a fhepherd fprung. l6< 

Nor. Lady, who am I then I 

Lady R. Noble thou art 5 
For noble was thy fire. 

Nor. 1 will believe 
Gh, tell me farther! Say, who was my father? 

Lady R. Douglas ! 

Nor. Lord Douglas, whom to-day 1 faw? 

Lady R. His younger brother. 

Nor. And in yonder camp ? 

lady R. Alas ! 

Nor. You make me tremble — Sighs and tears V. 
Lives my brave father ? 

Lady R. Ah ! too brave, indeed f 
He fell in battle ere thyfelf was born.. 
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JVbr. Ah me, unhappy ! Ere I faw the light ! 
5ut does my mother live ? I may conclude, 
'from my own fate, her portion has been forrow. 
Lady R. She lives ; but waftes her life in conftant 
woe, 
Weeping her hufband (lain, her infant loft. 

Nor. You that are fkill'd fo well in the fad ftory 
Of my unhappy parents, and with tears i8* 

Bewail their deftiny, now have companion 
Upon the offspring of the friends you lov'd. 
'Oh, tell me who and where my mother is ! 
Opprefs'd by a bafe world, perhaps (he bends 
Beneath the weight of other ills than grief; 
And, defolate, implores of Heaven the aid 
Her fon (hould give. It is, it muft be fo 
Your countenance confefTes that (he's wretched. 
Oh, tell me her condition ! Can the fword ■ ■■ 
Who fhall refift me in a parent's caufe ? 

Lady /?. Thy virtue ends her woes — My fon ! my 
fon! 
I am thy mother, and the wife of Douglas ! 

[Falls upon his tied* 
Nor. Oh, heaven and earth ? how wond'rous is my 
fate! 
Art thou my mother ? Ever let me kneel ! 

Lady R. Image of Douglas ! fruit of fatal love! 
All that I owe thy fire, I pay to thee. 

Nor. Refpeft and admiration ftill pofTefs me. 
Checking the love and fondnefs of a fon : 
Yet I was filial to my humble parents. 200 

But did my fire furpafs the reft of men, 
As thou excelleft of all womankind ? 
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Who Father of the fatherlefs are call'd, 

Protect my fon ! Thy infpiration, Lord ! 

Hath fiird his bofom with that facred fire, 

Which in the breafh of his forefathers burn'd : 

Set him on high, like them, that he may fhine 

The ftar and glory of his native land ! 

Then let the minifter of death defcend, 

And bear my willing fpirit to its place. 

Yonder they come. How do bad women find 

Unchanging afpecls to conceal their guilt, 

When I, by reafon and by juflice urg'd, 

Full hardly can dhTemble witfc thefe men 

In nature's pious caufe ? 



Enter Lord Randolph and Glenalvon. 

Lord R. Yon gallant chief, 
Of arms enamour'd, all repofe difclaims. 

Lady R. Be not, my lord, by his example fwa/d. 
Arrange the bufinefs of to-morrow now, 
And when you enter, fpeak of war no more. [Exit* 

Lord R. 'Tis fo, by heav'n ! her mien, her voice, 
her eye, 280 

And her impatience to be gone, confirm it. 

Glen. He parted from her now. Behind the mount, 
Amongft the trees, I faw him glide along. 

Lord R. For fad fequefter'd virtue (he's renown'd. 

Glen. Moil true, my Lord. 

Lord R. Yet this diftinguifh'd dame 
ln\itc$ a youth, th' accpxaurtaxKx q£ * toj> 
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Alone to meet her at the midnight hour. 
This afignation [Shews a letter."] the afTailin freed, 
Her manifeft affe&ion for the youth, 
Might breed fufpicion in a hufband's brain, 
Whofe gentle confort all for lore had wedded : 
Much more in mine. Matilda never, lov'd me. 
[»et no man, after me, a woman wed 
Vhofe heart he knows he has not ; though fhe brings 
^ mine of gold, a kingdom for her dowry, 
or let her feera, like the night's fhadowy queen, 
old and contemplative — he cannot truft her : 
be may, (he will, bring fhame and forrow on him ; 
'he worft of forrows, and the worft of fhames ! 300 
Glen. Yield not, my lord, to fuch afflicting tlioughts ; 
ut let the fpirit of an hufband fleep, 
ill your own fenfes make a fure conclufion* 
'his billet muft to blooming Norval go : 
^t the next turn awaits my trufty fpy ; 
H give it him refitted for his matter. 
1 the clofe thicket take your fecret fland ; 
he moon fhines bright, and your own eyes may judge 
'f their behaviour. 
Lord R, Thou doft counfel well. 
Glen. Permit me now to make one flight eflay. 
f all the trophies which vain mortals boaft, 
y wit, by valour, or by wifdom won, 
be £rft and faireft in a young man's eye, 
; soman's captive heart. Succefsful love 
' ith glorious fumes intoxicates the mind, 
nd the proud conqueror in triumph moves, 
T-born, exalted above vulgar men. 
£or<JR 4 And what avails this raaxim? 
G 
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Glen. Much, my lord. 32c 

Withdraw a little ; I'll accofl young Norval, 
And with ironical derifive counfel 
Explore hb fpirit. If he is no more 
Than humble Norval by thy favour rais'd, 
Brave as he is, he'll (brink aftonifh'd from me : 
But if he be the favourite of the fair, 
Lov'd by the firft of Caledonia's dames, 
He'll turn upon me, as the lion turns 
Upon the hunter's fpear. 

Lord /?» 'Tis fhrewdly thought. 
Glen. When we grow loud, draw near. But let 
my lord 
His rifing wrath reftrain. [Exit Randolph. 

*Tis ftrange, by Heav'n ! 
That fhe mould run full tilt her fond career 
To one fo little known. She too that feem'd 
Pure as the winter ftream, when ice imbofs'd, 
Whitens its courfe. Even I did think her chafte, 
Whofe charity exceeds not. Precious fex ! 
f Whofe deeds lafcivious pafs Glenalvon's thoughts I 

Enter Norval. 
His port I love ; he's in a proper mood 340 

To chide the thunder, if at him it roar'd. \Afiik 
Has Norval feen the troops ? 

Nor. The fetting fun 
With yellow radiance Jighten'd all the vale ; 
And as the warriors mov'd each polifh'd helm, 
Corflet, or fpear, glanc'd back his gilded beams* 
The hill they climb' d, and taking at It* ton^ 
Of more than mortal fixe, tora't\a%, ta?{fos£t 
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to hoft angeKc, clad in burning arms. 
Gkn. Thou talk'ft it well ; no leader of our hoft 
i founds more lofty fpeaks of glorious war. 
Nor. If I fhall e'er acquire a leader's name, 
y ipeech will be lefs ardent. Novelty 
)w prompts my tongue, and youthful admiration 
:nts itfelf freely ; fince no part is mine 
'praife pertaining to the great in arms. 
Glen. You wrong yourfelf, brave Sir 5 your mar* 

tial deeds 
ive rank'd you with the great. But mark me, 

Norval 5 
>rd Randolph's favour now exalts your youth 
wve his veterans of famous fervice. 360 

st me who know thefe foldiers, counfel you. 
ive them all honour : feem not to command ; 
fe they will fcarcely brook your late fprung power, 
Tiich nor alliance props, nor birth adorns. 
Nor. Sir, I have been accuftomed all my days 
3 hear and fpeak the plain and flmple truth : 
nd tho* 1 have been told that there are men 
ho borrow friendftiip's tongue to fpeak their fcorn, 
*t in fuch language I am little flcill'd. 
lerefore 1 thank Glenalvon for his counfel, 
lthough it founded harfhly. Why remind 
e of my birth obfcure ? Why flur my power 
ith fuch contemptuous terms ? 
Glen. I did not mean 

> gall your pride, which now I fee is great. 
Ncr. My pride ! 

Glen. Suppfefs it, as you wifti to profit. 
>ur pride's exce&ve. Yet, for Rando^V^^Vjt, 

G 2 
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Revoke your favours, and let Norval go 
Hence as he came, alone, but not difhonourc 

Lor JR. Thus far I'll mediate with impartial > 
The ancient foe of Caledonia's land 
Now waves hi3 banners o'er her frighted fields. 
Sufpend your purpofe till your country's arms 
Repel tfie bold invader: then decide 
The private quarrel. 

Glen. I agree to this. - 

Nor. And I. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. The banquet waits* 

Lord R. We come. [ r xit with Sir**** 

Glen. Norval, 
Let not our variance mar the focial hour, 
Nor wrong the hofpitality of Randolph. 
, Nor frowning anger, nor yet wrinkled hate, 
Shall ftain my countenance. Smooth thou thy brow I 
Nor let our ftrife difturb the gentle dame. 

Nor. Think not fo lightly, Sir, of ray refentreent. 
When we contend again, our ftrife immortal. [ExwnU 
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Enter Doug la sj 



Douglas. 

This is the place, the centre of the grove ; 
Here ftands the oak, the monarch of the wood* 
How fweet and folemn is this midnight fcene 1 
The filver moon, unclouded* holds her way 
Thro' fkies where I could count each little ftar. 
The fanning weft wind fcarcely flirs the leaves ! 460 
The river, rufhing o'er its pebbled bed, 
Impofes filence with a ftilly found. 
In fuch a place aa this, at fuch an hour,. 
If anceftry can be in ought believed, 
Defcending fpirits have convers'd with man, 
And told the fecrets of the world unknown* 

Enter Old Norval. 

Old Nor. 'Tis he. But what if he mould chicje 
rae hence ? 
His juft reproach 1 fear. 

[Douglas turns aftde and fees him.. 
Forgive, forgive, 

Canft thou forgive the man, the felfifh man, 
Who bred Sir Malcolm's heir, a fae^tatd'atack^ 
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Doug. Kneel not to me ; thou art my father ftill : 
Thy wifh'd-for prefence now completes my joy. 
Welcome to me ; my fortunes thou (halt fhare,' 
And, ever honour'd with thy Douglas live. 

Old Nor. And doft thou call me father; Oh, my fon! 
I think that I could die, to make amends 
for the great wrong I did thee. 'Twas my crime 
Which in the wildernefs fo long conceal'd 
The blofTom of thy youth. 480 

Doug. Not worfe the fruit, 
That in the wildernefs the bloflbm blow'd. 
Amongft the fhepherds, in the humble cot, 
I learn'd fome leflbns, which I'll not forget 
When I inhabit yonder lofty towers. 
I, who was once a fwain, will ever prove 
The poor man's friend ; and when my vaffals bow> 
'Norvai {hall fmooth the crefted pride of Douglas* 

Nor. Let me but live to fee thine exaltation I 
Yet grievous are my fears. Oh, leave this place> 
And thofe unfriendly towers ! 

Doug. Why mould I leave them ? 

Nor. Lord Randolph and his kinfman feek your 
» life. 

Doug. How know'ft thou that ? 

Old Nor. I will inform you how : 
When evening came, I left the fecret place 
Appointed for me by your mother's care, 
And fondly trod in each accuftom'd path 
That to the caftle leads. Whilft thus I rang'd, 
I was alarm'd with unexpected founds 500 

Of earneft voices. On the perfons came. 
Unfeen I lurk'd, and overheard them name 
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Each other as they talk'd, Lord Randolph this, 
And that Glenalvon. Stilt of you they fpoke, 
And of the lady ; threat'ning was their fpeech, 
Tho* but imperfectly my ear could hear it. 
Twas ftrange, they faid, a wonderful difcov'ry ; 
And ever and anon they vow'd revenge, 

Doug. Revenge ! for what ? 

Old Nor. For being what you are, 
Sk Malcolm's heir : how elfe have you offended ? 
When they were gone, I hied me to my cottage, , . 
And there fat mufing how I beft might find 
Means to inform you of their wicked purpofe, 
But I could think of none. • At laft, perplex'd 
L iffiied forth, encompaffing the tower 
With many a weary ftep and wifhful look. 
Now Providence hath brought you to my fight, 
Let not your too courageous fpirit fcorn 
The caution which I give. . 520 

Doug. I fcorn it not. 
My mother warn'd me of .Glenalvon*! bafenefs ;. 
But I will not fufpeft the noble Randolph. 
In our encounter with the vile affaffins, 
I mark'd his brave demeanour ; him I'll truft.^ 

Old Nor. I fear you will, too far. 

Doug. Here in this place 
I : wait my mother's coming : me mall know 
What thou haft told : Her counfel I will follow.. 
And cautious ever are a mother's counfels. 
You muft depart : your prefence may prevent 
Our interview. 

Old. Nor. My bleffing reft upon thee ! 
G 3 
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Oh, may Heav Vs hand, which fav'd thee from the 
wave, 
And from the fword of foes, be near thee ftill ; 
Turning mifchance, if ought hangs o'er thy head, 
All upon mine. [£*//► 

Doug. He loves me like a parent ; 
And mint not, fhall not, lofe the fon he loves, 
Altho' his fon has found a nobler father. 54a 

Eventful day ! how hail thou chang'd my ftate 1 
Once on the cold and winter-lhaded fide 
Of a bleak hill mifchance had rooted me, 
Never to thrive, child of another foil ; 

1 Tranlplanted now to the gay funny vale, 
Like the green thorn of May my fortune flowers* 
Ye glorious ftars ! high Heaven's refplendent hoft 5 
To whom 1 oft have of my lot complain'd, 
Hear and record my foul's unalter'd wifh ! 
Dead or alive, let me but be renown'd ! 
May Heav'n infpire fome fierce gigantic Dane, 
To give a bold defiance to our hoft 1 
Before he fpeaks it out I will accept ; 
Like Douglas conquer, or like Douglas die. 
■*■ 

Enter Lady Randolph. 

Lady R. My fon, 1 heard a voice 

Doug. The voice was mine. 
Lady R. Didft thou complain aloud to Nature's 
ear, 
That thus in dufky fhades, at midnight hours. 
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By ftealth the mother and the fon mould meet ? 

[Embracing him* 

Doug. No ; on this happy day, this better birth- 
day, 
My thoughts and words are all of hope and joy. 561 

Lady R. Sad fear and melancholy ftill divide 
The empire of my breaft with hope and joy. 
Now hear what I advife 

Doug. Firft, let me tell 
What may the tenor of your counfel change; r 

Ladf R. My heart forebodes fame evil. 

Doug. 'Tis not good 

At eve, unfeen by Randolph and Glenalvon* 
The good old Nerval in the grove o'erheard 
Their converfation 5 oft they mentioned me 
With dreadful threat'nings ; you they fbmetimcsj 

nam'd. 
Twas ftrange, they laid, a wonderful difcov'ry ; 
And ever and anon they vow'd revenge. 

Lady R. Defend us, gracious God ! we are be~ 
tray'd 1 
They have found out the fecret of thy birth : 
It nxuft be fo. That is the great difcovery. 
Sir Malcolm's heir is come to claim his own, 
And they will be reveng'd. Perhaps even now, 
Arm'd and prepar'd for murder, they but wait 580 
A darker and more filent hour, to break 
Into the chamber where they think thou fleep'ft 
This moment, this, Heav n hath ordain'd to feye.- 

thee! 
Tly to the camp, my fon! 
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Doug. And leave you here? 
I No : to the caftle let us go together. 
Call up the ancient fervanls of yo«*r houfe, 
Who in their youth did eat your father's bread. 
Then tell them loudly that I am your fon. 
If in the breafte of men one fpark remains 
Of facred love, fidelity, or pity, 
•Some in your caufe will arm. I afk but few 
To drive thofe fpoilcrs from my father's houfe. 

Lady R. Oh, Nature, Nature ! what can check 
thy force ? 
Thou genuine offspring of the daring Douglas ! 
But ru(h not on deftru&ion : fave thyfelf, 
And I am fafe. To me they mean no harm. 
Thy flay but riiks-thy precious life in vain. 
That wind'ng path conducts thee to the river. 
Crofs where thou feeft a broad and beaten way, 600 
Which running eaftward leads thee to the camp. 
Inftant demand admittance to lord Douglas ; 
Shew him thefe jewels which his brother wore. 
Thy look, thy voice, will make him reel the truth, 
W T hich I by a certain pToof will foon confirm. 

Doug. I yield me, and obey : but yet my heart 
Bleeds at this parting Something bids me tfhry 
And guard a mother's life. Oft have I Tead 
Of wondrous deeds by one bold arm atchiev'd. 
Our foes are two ; no more : Jet me go forth, 
' And fee if any fhield can £uard Glenalvon. 

Lady R. If thou regard'ft thy mother, or reverS 
Thy father's memory, think of this no more. 
One thing I have to fay before we part : 
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Long wert thou toft ; and thou art found, my child, 
In amoft fearful feafoo. War and battle 
I have great caufe to dread. Too well I fee 
Which way the current of thy temper fets : 
To-day I've found thee. Oh ! my long-loft hope! 
If thou to giddy valour giv*ft the reign, 620 

To-morrow I may lofe my fon for ever. 
The love of thee before thou faw'ft the light, 
Suftain'd my life when thy brave father fell. 
If thou (halt fall, I have nor love nor hope 
In this wafte world J My fon, remember me ! 

Doug. What mall I fay ? How caa 1 give you 
comfort ? 
The God of battles of my Ji& difpofe 
As may be beft for you ! for whoie dear fake 
1 will not bear myielf as I refolv'd. 
But yet coafider, as no vulgar came, 
That which I ooaft, founds aamongft martial men, 
How will inglorious caution fuit tny claim 1 
The pod of fate unshrinking I maintain* 
My country's foes muft witoefs who I am. 
On the invaders' heads I'll prove my birth, 
'Till friends and foes confefs the genuine Aram* 
If in this ftrife I fall, blame not your fon, 
Who, if he lives not honour'd, muft not Jive. 

Lady R. I will not utter what my bofom feels. 
Too well 1 love that valour which I warn. 640 

Farewell, my fon ! my counfels are but vain, 

[Embracing* 
And as high Heav'n hath will'd it, all muft be. 

-^! ■'- ^Separate* 
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Gaze not on me, thou wilt raiilake the path ; 

I'll point it out again. [J*fl as tb*y are feparat'mg % 



Enter from the wood Lord Randolph and 
Glenalvon. 

Lord R. Not in her prefence* 
Now 

Glen. I'm prepaid. 

Lord R. No : I command thee ftay. 
I go alone : It never (hall be faid 
That I took odds to combat mortal man. 
The nobleft vengeance is the raoft compleat [ExiL 
[Glenalvon makes fomejeps to the fame fide of 
theflage y liftens and f peaks. 

Glen. Demons of death come fettle on my fword, 
And to a double daughter guide it home ! 
The lover and the hufband both muft die. 

Lord R. [Behind the fcenes.] Draw, villain ! drawT 

Doug. {Without.] AfTail me not? lord Randolph ; 
Not as thou lov'ft thyfelf. [ Clafhing offwords. 

Glen. [Running out.] Now is the time. 



Enter Lady Randolph,, at the oppofitejtde ofthejtagc f 
faint andbreathlefs. 

I ■ 
Lady R. Lord Randolph, hear me ; all fhall be 
thine own ! 
But (pare! Oh, fparemyfon! 6Sa 
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Enter Douglas, with a /word in each hand* 

Doug. My mother's voice ! 
1 can protect thee ftill. 

Lady R. He lives, he lives 5 
For this, for this to Heav'n eternal praife I 
But fure I faw thee fall. 

Doug. It was denalvon, " 1 

Juft as my arm had mafter'd Randolph's fword, 
The villain came behind me ; but I flew him. 

Lady R. Behind thee ! ah ! thou'rt wounded ! 
Oh, my child, 
How pale thou look'ft ! And mall I lofe thee now ? 

Doug. Do not defpair : I feel a little faintnefs ; 
I hope it will not laft. {Leans upon his fword. 

Lady R. There is no hope ! 
And we muft part ! The hand of death is on thee ! 
Oh ! my beloved child ! O Douglas, Douglas J • 

[Douglas growing more and more faint. 

Doug. Too fain we^part : I have not long been 
Douglas ; 
O deftiny ! hardly thou deal'ft with me ; 
Clouded and hid, a ftranger to myfelf, 
In low and poor obfcurhy I've liv'd. 

Lady R. Has Heav'n preferv'd thee for an end 
like this ? 760 

Doug. Oh ! had I fall'n as my brave fathers fell* 
Tur-aing with fatal arm the tide of battle ! 
Like them I fhould have fmil'd and welcom'd death : 
But thus to peri&i by a villains hand \ 
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Cut off from nature's and from glory's courfe, 
Which never mortal was Co fond to ran. 

Lady R. Hear, Juftice, hear ! ftretch thy avenging 
arm. [Doug las falls* 

Doug. Unknown I die ; no tongue {hall fpeak of 
me. 
Some noble fpirits, judging by themfelves 
May yet conjecture what I might have prov'd, 4 
And think life only wanting to my fame : 
But who (hall comfort thee ? 
Lady R. Defpair, defpair ! 
Doug. Oil* had it pleas'd high Heav'n to let mot: 
live 
A little while !— my eyes that: gaze on thee 
Grow dim apace ! my mother — O ! my mother ! 

IDus*. 

Enter Lord Rando l p h and An n a.. / 

LordR. Thy words, thy words of truth, have: 
pierc'd my heart ;. ' * 
I am the (lain of knighthood and alarms. 
Oh ! if my brave deliverer furvives 

The traitor's fword 700 

Anna. Alas ! look there, my lord. 
LordR. The mother and her fon ! How curftLani V. 
Was I the caufe ? No : I w,as not the caufe» 
Yon matchlefs villain did feduce my foul 
To frauticjealoufy. 

Anna. My lady lives: 
The agony of grief hath but fupprefs'd 
_ while her powers. 
LordR. Butmydelmttt^toA* 
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" The world did once efteem lord Randolph well, 

" Sincere of heart, for fpotlels honour fara'd : 

" And, in my early days, glory I gain'd 

" Beneath the holy banner of the crofs. 

" Now paft the noon of life, ftiame comes upon me ; 

" Reproach, and infamy, and public hate, 

" Are near at hand : for all mankind will think 

" That Randolph bafely ftabb'd Sir Malcolm's heir." 

Lady R. [Recovering.] Where am I now i Still io 
this wretched world ! 
Grief cannot break a heart fo hard as mine. 
" My youth was worn in anguifti: but youth's 

* c ftrength, 
" With hope's affiftance, bore the brunt of forrow $ 
" And train'd me on to be the objecl now, 
" On which Omnipotence difplays itfelf, 
" Making a fpeclacle, a tale of me, 
" To awe it's vaflkl, man." 

Lord R. Oh, miferj ! 
Amidft thy raging grief I muft proclaim 
My innocence. 

Lady R. Thy innocence ! 730 

Lady R. My guilt 
Is innocence compar'd with what thou think'ft it. 

Lady R. Of thee I thiok not : what have I to do 
With thee, or any thing ? My fon ! my fon ! 
My beautifuM my brave ! how proud was I 
Of thee and of thy valour ! my fond heart 
O'erflow'd this day with tranfport, when I thought 
Of growing oldamidft a race of thine, 
Who might make up to me their fatket'a q&X&kkA* 
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And bear my brother's and my hufband's name : 
Now all my hopes are dead ! A little while 
Was I a wife ! a mother not fo long ! 
What am I now ? — I know. — But 1 (hall be 
That only whilft I pleafe ; for fuch a fon 
And fuch a hufband drive me to my fate. [Runs out* 
Lord R. Follow her, Anna : I myfelf would fol- 
low, 
But in this rage me muft abhor my prefence. 

[Exii AwnA» 

Enter Old Norval. 

Old Nor. I heard the voice of woe : Heav*n guard 
my child ? " * 

Lord R. Already is the idle gaping crowd, 
The fpiteful vulgar, come to gaze on Randolph. 
Begone. 750 

Old Nor. I fear thee not. I will not go* 
Here I'll remain. I'm an accomplice, lord, 
With thee in murder. Yes, my (ins did help 
To crufh down to the ground this lovely plant. 
Oh, noblefl youth that ever yet was born ! 
Sweeteft and beft, gentlefl and braveft fpirit, 
That ever bleft the world ! Wretch that 1 am, 
Who faw that noble fpirit fwell and rife 
Above the narrow limits that confin'd it, 
Yet never was by all thy virtues won 
To do thee juftice, and reveal the fecret, 
Which, timely known, had rais'd thee far abo*e 
The villain's fnare. Qh I I *m \>unifl\'d now L 
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Thefe are the hairs that mould have ftrew'd the 

ground, 
And not the locks of Douglas. 

[Tears bis hair, and throws himf elf upon the body of 
Douglas. 
LordR. I know thee now : " thy boldnefs I for- 
give : 
" My creft is fallen." For thee I will appoint 
A place of reft, if grief will let thee reft. 
I will reward, altho* I cannot punifh. 
Curs'd, curs'd Glcnalvon, he efcap'd too well| 770 
Tho' flain and baffled by the hand he hated. 
Foaming with rage and fury to the laft, 
Curfing his conqueror, the felon died. 

Enter Anna. 

Anna. My lord 1 My lord ! 

LordR. Speak: I can hear of horror. 

Anna* Horror, indeed! 

LordR. Matilda? 

Anna. Is no more. 
She ran, (he flew like lightning up the hill, 
Nor halted till the precipice me gain'd, 780 

Beneath whofe low'ring top the river falls 
Ingulph'd in rifted rocks : thither (he came, 
As fearlefs as the eagle lights upon it, 
And headlong down 

Lord R. 'Twas I alas ! 'twas I 
That fill'd her breaft with fury ; drove her down 
The precipice of death I Wretch that I *kv\ 
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Atma. Ob, had you ten her laft defpairing look V 
Upon the brink (he flood, and cafl her eyes 
Down on the deep : then lifting up her head 
And her white hands to Heaven, feeming to fay> 
Why am I forc'd to this ? me pluog'd herfelf 
Into the empty air. 

Lord R. J will not vent, 
In vain complaints, the paifion of my fool. 
Peace in this world I never can enjoy* 
Thefe wounds the gratitude of Randolph gave ; 
They fpeik aloud, and with the voice of fate 
Denounce my doom. I am rcfolv'i 111 go 
Straight to the battle, where the man that makes 80* 
Me turn afide muft threaten worfe than death. 
Thou, faithful to thy miftrefs, take this ring, 
Full warrant of my power. Let every rite 
With coft and pomp upon their funerals wait : 
For Randolph hopes he never (hall return. [Exetatk 
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An Epilogue lq/k y d ; but not one word 

Our bard will write. He vows 'tis moft abfurd * 

With comic wit to contradia thejlrain 

Of tragedy and make your forrows vain. 

Sadly he fays, that pity is the beft, 

And nobleft pajjion of the human breqfi : 

For when its J acred Jtreams the heart o'er-flow* 

J* gufies pleafure with the tide of woe ; 

And when its waves retire », like thofe ofNik 9 

They leave behind himfuch a golden foil, 

That there the virtues without culture grow*. 

There thefwtet blojfoms of affection blow* 

Thefe were his words ; void of delufive art, 

I felt them t for hefpohe them from his heart* 

Nor will I now attempt ', with witty folly, 

To chafe away celeHial melancholy. 
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T o 

HIS GRACE THB PUKE OF 

^JIEENSBERRT JND DOVER* 

MAR^fflS OF ZErERLEr, bv. 



MY LORD, 
/ HAVE long lain under the gredtijl obligation t$ 
your Grace '/ family , and nothing has been more in mf 
nvifhes, than thai I might be able to difcharge fome 
part, at leqft, of fo large a debt. But your noble birth 
and fortune, the power, number, and goodnefs of thofi 
friends you have already, have placed you in fuch an 
independency on the reft of the world, that the Jervices I 
am able to render to your Grace, can never be advan- 
tageous, lamfurenot necejfary, to you in any part of 
your life* However, the next piece of gratitude, and 
the only one I am capable of, is the acknowledgment of 
what I owe : and as this is the mofl public, and indeed 
the only way I have of doing it, your Grace will par* 
don me, if I take this opportunity, to let the world know 
the duty and honour I had for your illuftrious father. 
It is, I mufl conftfs, a very tender point to touch upon £ 
and at the firfl fight, may feem an ill-chofen compliment^ 
tn renew the memory of fuch a iofs, efpecially to a cKf- 
pofition fofweet and gnitk, and to a heart {o JenJtbU oj 
H 



770 DEDICATION. 




filial piety, as your Grace 9 s has been, even from your 

earlieft childhood. But perhaps, this is one of thofe 

griefs, by which the heart may be made better ; and if 

the remembrance of his death bring heaviness along with 

it, the honour that is paid to bis memory by all good men , 

Jhall wipe away thofe tears, and the example of his Tife, 

Jet before your eyes, Jhall be of the greateft advantage t9 

jour Grace, in the conduct and future dijpofition of your 

x>wn. 

In a character fo amiable, as that of the Duke of 
Qyeenjbcrry was, there can be no part Jo proper to 
begin with, as that which was in him, and is in all good 
men, the foundation of all other virtues, either religious 
or civil, I mean good-nature : Good-nature, which is 
friend/hip between man and man, good-breeding in courts, 
charity in religion, and the true fpring of all beneficence 
in general. This was a quality he poffejfed iti as great 
a meafure as any gentleman I ever had the honour to 
know. It was this natural fweetnefs of temper, which 
made him thebejl man in the world to live with, in any 
kind of relation* It was this made him a good majier 
to his fervants, a good friend to his friends, and the 
Xcndcrefl father to his children* For the Iqfl, I can 
have no better voucher than your Grace ; an4 for the 
rej, I may appeal to all that have had the honour to 
know him. There was afpirit and pleafure in his con* 
"verfation, which always enlivened the company he was 
in ; which, together with a certain eqfinefs andfranknefs 

Ms difpofition, that did not at all derogate Jrom the 
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dignity of his birth and charaSer, rendered him infi- 
nitely agreeable. And as no man had a more delicate 

tafte of natural wit, his , converfation /always aboundedy 

in good-humour. 

For thofe parts of his charaSer which related to the 
public, as he was a nobleman of the firft rank, and a 
mintfler offlate, they will be befl known by the great 
employments he Pqffed iht ough ; all which he dif charged 
worthily as to himfelf, jujlly to the princes who employ- 

■ ed him, and advantageoufly for his country* There is 
no occafion to enumerate his federal employments, as fe- 
eretary offlate, for Scotland in particular, for Britain 
in general, or lord high commiffioner of Scotland ; which 
hft office he bore more than once ; but at no time more 
honourably, and (as I hope) more happily, both for the 

prefent age and for poflerity, than when he laid the 

foundation for the Briti/h Union. The conflancy and 
addrefs which he manifefied on that occafion, are fill 

frefh in every body's memory ; and perhaps when our 
children fhall reap thofe benefits from that work, which 

fome people do not forefee and hope for now, they may 
remember the Duke of ^ueenfberry with that gratitude, 
which fuch a piece of fervice done to his country de- 

ferves. 

Hefhewrf, upon all occafwns, aflriS and immediate 

attachment to tlie crown, in the legal fervice of which, 

no man could exert kimfelf more dutifully, nor more 

firenmufly ; and at the fame this, r.o man govt mort 

11 i 
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bold and more generous evidences of the love be bore to 
bis country. Of the latter, there can be no better proof, 
4 ban tbejbare he -bad in the late happy Revolution ; nor 
of the former, than that dutiful refpetl, and un/bahn 
fidelity, which he preferred for her prefent majefiy, even 
,to bis Iqft moments. * 

JVUbfo many good and great qualities, it is not at 
all flrange that he poffeffed fo large a fbare, as he wot 
known to have, in theefieem of the queen, and her im- 
mediate predeceffor ; nor that thofe great princes /bouli 
rcpofe the higbeft confidence in him : and at the fame 
time, what a pattern has he left behind him for the nobr 
toj tn general, and for your Grace in particular, to copy 
after I 

Tour Grace will forgive me, if my zeal for your 
welfare and honour (which nobody has more at heart 
than myfelf) fhall prefs you with fome more than ordi* 
-nary warmth to the imitation of your noble father 1 * 
virtues. Tou have, my lord, many great advantages, 
-which may encourage you to go on in purfuit of tins re 
putation : it has pie fed God to give you naturally that 
fweetnefs of temper, which, as I have before hinted, if 
the foundation of all good inclinations. Tou have the 
honour to be born, not only of the greateft, but of the 
befi parents ; of a gentleman generally beloved, and 
^generally lamented ; and of a lady adorned with at 
virtues that enter into the char after of a good wi/e, m 
admirable friend, and a moft indulgent mother. The 
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natural advantages of your mind, have teen cultivated' 
hj the meft proper arts and manners of education. You 
have the care of many noble friends, and efpecially of aw 
excellent uncle, to watch over you in the tendernefs of 
your youth.. Toufet out amongjl the firfl of mankind* 
and I doubt not but your virtues will be equal to the dig- 
nity of your rant. 

That I may live to fee your Grace eminent for the love 
of your country > for your fervsce and duty to your prince, 
and, in convenient time, adorned with all the honours 
that have ever been conferred upon your noble family : 
that you may Be dtftingujjbed to pofterity, a* the braveft >t 
great eft, and beft man of the age you live in, is the hearty 
wifb and prayer of 

My Lord, 
Tout Grace's moft obedient, and 

tnofifaithfuly humble fervant, 

N. ROJVEl 
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This play is attractive upon various accounts — It 
prefents a familiar picture of well-known events, 
treated with much delicacy and (kill — and its moral 
ufe is alfo great, as exemplifying upon the fjcklenefs 
of high fortune, and the gloomy proof, that the 
friendfhip which courts the fummer of profperity is 
blighted by the winter of adverfity. 

But Rowe never fuffered a ftronger delufion of 
the mind than that, which whifpered to him, that 
his Play bore a refemblance to the weightier pro- 
ductions of Shakspeare. Rowe is not without his 
ftrength of fentiment— he can expref3 an axiom of 
policy or morals nervoufly, and with confiderable 
fplcndour ; but the reflex picture of the mind, the 
labouring progreflion of thought, or the retrofpeclive 
anguifh of guilty compunction, are all beyond his 
gra r p. — He is little accuftomed to the inward fearch 
after natural feeling, and the felf-impofed ftate of 
artificial being — He ftudied Books rather than Man 
in hlmfelf. 

Yet there are tender and foothing paffages in this 
Play — there is a well appofed fuccciEon of finking 
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events, that intereft as they are embellifhed fa&sy 
and have a merit that would make them intereft eveifc 
tf they were fictitious*. 
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T*0-night, if you have brought your good old tqfie p 

We'll treat you with a downright EngHfb feqfi : 

A laky which told long Jince in homely wife. 

Hath never fa^d of melting gentle eye*. 

Let no nicejir defpife ourhaplefs dame, 

Becaufe recording ballads chaunt her name / 

Thofe venerable ancient fong-enditer$ 

Soared many a pitch above our modern writer* * 

They caterwaul* d in no romantic ditty, 

Sighing for Philfts's, or Chloc'spity* 

Jujlly they drew the fair, and/pole her plain* 

Andfung her by her chriftian name—twa* Jam* 

Our number* may be more rcfin'd than thofe, 

But *what we've gain 9 din verfe, we've lo/l inproje* 

Their words nojhuffling, double meaning knew. 

Their fpeech was homely, but their hearts were true* 

In fitch an age, immortal Shakfpere wrote. 

By no quaint rules, nor hampering critics taught s 

With rough majeftic force he mov f d the heart, 

Andfirength and nature made amends for art. 

Our humble author does hisfleps purfue, 

He owns he had the mighty bard in view ; 

And in thefe fcenes has made it more his care % 

To roufe the pajftons, than to charm the ear* 
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Yet for thofe gentle beau*', who love the chime, 

The ends of a3s Jlill jingle into rhime. 

The ladies, too, he hopes, will Hot complain. 

Here are fame fuhjccls for afofterjlrain, 

A nymph forfaken, and a perjured /wain. 

What mqft he fears, is, lefi the dames Jhouldfrown^. 

The dames of wit andpleafure about town, 

To fee ourpidurc drawn unlike their own. 

But left that error Jhould provoke to fury 

The hofpitable hundreds of old Drury, 

He Ind me fay, in our Jane Shore's defence, 

She dole* d about the charitable pence, 

Built hofpitals, turn 9 d faint, and dy 9 d long Jince- 

For her example, whatfoe'er we make it, 

They have their choice to let alone or take it. 

Tho 9 few, as I conceive, will ihink it meet,. 

To weepfoforely, for afinfofwcet : 

Or mourn and mortify the pleafant fenfe^ 

Ta rife in tragedy two ages hencd 



H f 
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Rat. Then take 'em to you, 
And wear 'em long and worthily, You are 
The laft remaining male of princely York, 
(For Edward's boys, the ftate efteems not of them,) 
And therefore on your fov'reignty and rule, 
The common -weal does her dependence make, 
And leans upon your highnefs' able hand. 

Cat. Ajyl yet to-morrow does the council meet, 
To fix a day for Edward's coronation. ^ 
Who can expound this riddle ? ™ 

Glofi. That can I. 
Thofe lords are each one my approf'd good friends, 
Of fpecial truft and nearnefs to my bofom ; 
And howfoever bufy they may feem, 
And diligent to buftle in the ftate, 
Their zeal goes on no farther than we lead, 
And at our bidding flays. 

Cat. Yet there is one, 
And he amongft the foremoft in his power, 
Of whom I wilh your highnefs wereaflur'd. 
For me, perhaps j£ is my nature's fault, • 

I own, I doubt of his inclining, much. 

Glofi. I guefs the man at whom your words would 
point : 
Haftings 

Cat. The fame. 

Glofi. He bears me great good-will. 

Cat. 'Tis true, to you, as to the lord protestor, 
And Glofter's duke, he bows with lowly fervice : 
But were he bid to cry, God fane King Richard, 
Then ceil me in what terms he would re^ly ? 
Believe m£ 9 I have proVd t\& tear* w& fc\H&\us&\ 
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I know he bears a raoft religious reverence 
To his dead matter Edward's royal memory, 
And whither that may lead him is moft plain. 
Yet more — One of that ftubborn fort he is, 
Who, if they once grow fond of an opinion, 
They Call it honour, honefty, and faith, 
And fooner part with life than let it go. 

Gloft. And yet this tough impracticable heart, 
Is govern'oVtor a daipty-fingerM girM| 
Such flaws W found in the moil worthy natures J 
A laughing, toying, wheedling, whimpering (he 
Shall make him amble on a gofGp's meflage, 
And take the diftaffwith a hand as patient 
As e'er did Hercules. 

Rat. The fair Alicia, 
Of noble birth and exquifite of featnre* 
Has held him long a vaffal to her beauty, 

Cat. 1 fear, he fails in his allegiance there ; 
Or my intelligence is falfe, or elfe 
The dame has been too Javifli of her feait, 
And fed him till he loathes. - 

Gloft. No more, he conjes. 



Enter Lord Hastings. 

Haft. Health, and the htppinefs of many days, 
Attend upon your Grace. 

Gloft. My good lord chamberlain, 
We're much beholden to your gentle friendfhip. 

Baft. My lord, i come an humblt &i\at \a ^ 
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Gloft. In right good time. Speak out your plear 
fure freely. 

Haft. I am to move your highnefs in behalf 
Of Shore's unhappy wife. 

Gloft. Say you, of Shore ? 

Haft. Once a bright ftar, that held her place on 
high: 
The firft and faireft of our Englifh dames, 
While royal Edward held the fov'rcign rule. 
Now funk in giief," and pining with defpaup* 
Her waining form no longer (hall incite 
Envy in woman, or define in man. 
She never fees the fun, but thro' her tears, 
And wakes to figh the live-long night away. 

Gloft. Marry! the times are badly chang'd witlr 
her, 
From Edward's days to thefe. Then all was jollity,, 
Feafting and mirth, light wantonnefs and laughter,. 
Piping, and playing, minftrelfy and mafquing \ 
'Till life fled from us like an idle dream, 
A (hew of mommery without a meaning, 
My brother, reft and pardon to his foul, 
Is gone to his account ; for this his minion, , 
The revel rout is done — But you are fpeaking 
Concerning her — I have been told, that you 
Are frequent in your vifitation to her. 

Haft. No farther, my good lord, than friendly' 
pity, 
And tender-hearted charity allow. 

Gloft. Go to ; I did not mean to chide you for it^ 
For, footh to fay, I hold it noble in you 
To cherilh 0\e diftrefs'd Oa mxk^wxt \&*. 
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Haft. Thus it is, gracious fir, that certain officers, 
Ufing the warrant oF your mighty name, 
With infolence unjuft, and lawlefs power, 
Have feiz'd upon the lands which late (he held, 
By grant, from her great matter Edward's bounty. 

Cloft. Somewhat of this, but (lightly, have I 
heard ; 
And tho* fome counfellors of forward zeal, 
Some of moft ceremonious fanclity, 
And bearded wifdom, often have provok'd 
The hand of juftice to fall heavy on her ; 
Yet ftill, in kind compaffion of her weaknefs, 
And tender memory of Edward's love, 
1 have withheld the mercilefs ftern law 
From doing outrage on her helplefs beauty. 

Hajl. Good Heav'n, who renders mercy bacfc for 
mercy, 
With open-handed bounty (hall repay you : 
This gentle deed (hall fairly be fet foremoft, 
To fcreen the wild efcapes of lawlefs paffion, 
And the long train of frailties flefh is heir to. 

Gloft. Thus far, the voice of pity pleaded only : 
Our farther and more full extent of grace 
Is given to your requeft. Let her attend, 
And to ourfelf deliver up her griefs. 
She (hall be heard with patience, and each wrong 
At full redrefs'd. But I have other news, 
Which muft import us both ; for ftill my fortunes 
Go hand in hand with yours : our common foes, 
The queen's relations, our new-fangled gentry, 
Have fall'n their haughty crefts — That for ^<*» ^i\- 



ill JAKE SHORE. Act I. 



SCENE 77. 



An Apartment in Jane Shore'/ Houfe. Enter Bel- 
mour andDvMOxr. 

Bel. How (he has liv'd you have heard my tale al- 
ready, 
The reft your own attendance in her family, 
Where I have found the means this day to place 

you, 
And nearer, obfervation, bed will tell you. 
See, with what fad and fober cheer fhe comes. 



Enter Jane Shore. 

Sure, or I read her vifage much amifs, 
Or grief befets her hard. Save you, fair lady, 
The bleffings of the cheerful morn be on you, 
And greet your beauty with its opening fweets. 
J. Sh. My gentle neighbour, your good withes 
{till 
Purfue my haplefs fortunes ! Ah, good Belmour, 
How few, like thee, inquire the wretched out, 
And court the offices of foft humanity ? ' 
l,ike thee referve their raiment for the naked, 
Reach out their bread to feed the crying orphan, 
Or mix their pitying tears with thofe that ween ? 
Tbypnuk deferoa a bcttw tot^\ka& tom* 
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To fpeak and blefs thy name. Is this the gentle* 

man, 
tVhofe friendly fenrice you commended to me i 

Bel. Madam, it is. 

J. Si. A venerable afpetf. [AfiJk. 

\gc fits with decent grace upon his vifage, 
\.nd worthily becomes his filver locks ; 
3e wears the marks of many years well (pent, 
3f virtue, truth well try'd, and wife experience $ 
V friend like this would fuit my forrows well, 
fortune, I fear me* fir* has meant you ill, [7VDum. 
Vho pays your merit with that fcanty pittaftce 
Which my poor hand and humble roof can give. 
Bat to fupply thefe gdlden vantages, 
EVhich elfewhere yon might find, expe& to meet 
A juft regard and value for your worth, 
The welcome of a friend, and the free partnership 
Of all that little good the world allows me. 

Bum. You over-rate me much ; and all my anfwer 
Muft be my future truth ; let them fpeak for me, 
And make up my deferving. 

J. Si. Are you of England ? 

Bum. No, gracious lady, Flanders claims my 
birth ; 
At Antwerp has my conftant biding been, 
Where fometimes 1 have known more plenteous days 
Than thefe which now my failing age affords. 

J. Si. Alas ! at Antwerp ! — Oh, forgive my 
tears ! \Wceping. 

They fall for my offences — and muft fall 
Long, hug ere they /hall warn my ftaiu* Vwv\* 
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You knew perhaps— Oh grief! oh fharne l—my huf- 

band. 
Dum. I knew Jum well — but ftay this flood of an- 

guifh, 
The fenfelefs grave feels not your pious forrows : 
Three years and more are paft, fince I was bid, 
With many of our common friends, to wait him 
To his lall peaceful manfion. I attended, 
Sprinked his clay-cold corfe with holy drops, 
Accordiog to our church's rev'rend rite, 
And fa w him laid in hallo w'd ground, to reft. 
J. St. Oh, Ujat my foul had known no joy but 

him ! 
That I had liv'd within his guiltlefs arms, 
And dying flept in innocence befidejiim ! 
But now his duffc abhors the fellowfhip, 
And fcorns to mix with mine. « 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. The lady Alicia 
Attends your leifure. 

y. St. Say I wifh to fee her. [Exit ServcnU 

Pfeafe, gentle fir, one moment to retire, 
I'll wait you on the inftant, and inform you 
Of each Unhappy circumftance, in which 
Your friendly aid and counfel much may ftead me. 

[Exeunt Jklniour and Dumont.. 

Enter Alicia. 

JBt. Skill, my fair friend, ftill. fhall I find y«L 
thus I 
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Still mall thefe Cghs heave after one another, 
Thefe trickling drops chafe one another ftill, 
As if the pofting mcffengers of grief 
Could overtake the hours fled far away, 
And make old Time come back ? 

J. SL No, my Alicia, 
Heaven and his faints be witnefs to my thoughts, * 
There is no hour of all my life o'er paft, 
That I could wifh to take its turn again. 

Alic* And yet fome of thofe days my friend hat 
known, 
Some of thofe years might pafs for golden ones, 
At leaft if womankind can judge of happinefs. 
What could we wifh, we who delight in empire, 
Whofe beauty is our fov'reign good, and gives us 
Ourreafons to rebel, andpow'r to reign, 
What could we more than to behold a monarch, 
Lovely, renown 'd, a conqueror, and young, 
Bound in our chains, and fighing at our feet ? 

J* SL 'Tis true, the royal Edward was a won* 
der, 
The goodly pride of all our Englifh youth ; 
He was the very joy of all that faw him. 
Form'd to delight, to love and to perfuade. 
" Iropaffive fpirits and angelic natures \ 
" Might have been charm'd, like yielding human 

weaknefs, 
u Stoop'd from their Heav'n, and liften'd to his talk- 
ing. 
Burwhat had I to do with kings and courts ? 
My humble lot had call me far beneath h\m v 



ttS JANS SHORE. Act 

And that he was the firft of all mankind*,. 
The bra v eft, and moil lovely, was my curfe. 
ACc. Sure, fomething more than fortrine join'< 
your lores : 
Nor could his greatnefs, and his gracious form, 
Be elfewhere match'd fo well, as to the fwcetnefk* 
And beauty of thy friend. 

J. Sh % Name him no more : 
He was the bane and ruin of my peace. 
This anguifh and thefe tears, thefe are the legacies. 
His fatal love has left me. Thou. wilt fee me* 
Believe rne f my Alicia, thou wilt fee me, 
E'er yet a few fhort days pafs o'er my head, 
Abandoned to the very utmoft wretchednefs*. 
The hand of pow'r has feiz'd almoft the whofe 
Of what was left for needy life's fupport ; 
Shortly thou wilt behold me poor, and kneeling. 
Before thy charitable door for bread. 

Altc. Joy of my life, my deareft Shore, forbea* 
To wound my heart with thy foreboding forrows; 
Raife thy fad foul to better hopes than thefe, 
Lift up thy eyes, and let them fhine once more,. 
Bright as the morning fun above the mift. 
Exert thy charms, feek out the ftern Protector,. 
And foodie- his f&vagz temper with thy beauty 2 
Spite of his deadly, unrelenting nature, 
He fhall be mov'd to pity, and.redrefs thee. 

J. l>b My form* alas! has long forgot to pleafe;: 
The fcene of beauty and delight is chang'd 5 
No rofes bloom upon my fading cheek, 
Nor iaughing graces wanton uv nvsj t^^ v. 
But haggard grief, leaa^ooYin^ M^w cw* v 
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And pining difcontent, a rueful train, 

Dwell on my brow, all hideous and forlorn. 

One only fhadow of a hope is left me ; 

The noble-minded Hastings, of his goodnefs, 

Has kindly undertaken to be my advocate. 

And move my humble fuit to angry Clofter, 

ASc. Does Haftings undertake to plead your 
% caufe ? 
&ut wherefore mould he not ? Haftings has eyes | 
The gentle 'lord has a right tender heart, 
^felting and eafy, yielding to impreffion, 
%And catching the -foft flame from each new beauty ■; 
But yours (hall charm him long. 
J. Si. Away, you flatterer ! 
"Nor charge his generous meaning with a weaknefs, 
"Which his great foul and virtue nwft difdain. 
^00 much of love thy haplefs friend has prov'd, 
Too many giddy foolifh hours are gone, 
And in fantaftic meafures danc'd away : 
May the remaining few know only friend/hip. 
So thou, my deareft, trueft, beft Alicia, 
Voucbfafe to lodge me in thy gentle heart, 
A partner there ; I will give up mankind, 
Forget the tranlports of increafing paflion, 
And all the pangs we feel for its decay. 

Alic. Live ! live and reign for ever in my bofom j 

[Embracing* 
Save and unrivall'd there poflefs thy own j 
And you, the brighteft of the ftars above, 
Ye faints that once were women here below, 
Be witnefs pf the truth, the holy friendftw^ 
Which here to this my other feA£ I now* 
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If 1 not hold her nearer to my foul, 
7han every other joy the world can give ; 
Let poverty, deformity, and fhame, 
Diftradion and defpair feize me on earth, 
Let not my faithleft ghoft have peace hereafter, 
Nor tafte the blifs of your celeftial fellowfhip. 
J. SL Yes, thou art true, and only thou art 
true ; 
Therefore thefe jewels, once the lavifti bounty 
Of royal Edward's love, I truffc to thee ; 

[Giving a cqjkd. 
Receive this, all that I can call my own, 
And let it reft unknown, and fafe with thee : 
1 hat if the ftate's injuftice mould opprefs me, 
Strip me of all, and turn me out a wanderer, 
My wretchednefs may find relief from thee, 
And (helter from the ftorm. 

ATu. My all is thine ! 
One common hazard (hall attend us both, 
'And both be fortunate, or both be wretched. 
But let thy fearful doubting heart be #ill*; 
The faints and angels have thee in their charge, 
And all things (hall be well. Think not, the 
good, ( 

The gentle deeds of mercy thou haft done, 
Shall die forgotten all ; " the poor, the pris'ner, 
" The fatherlefs, the friendlefs, and the widow, 
«' Who daily own the bounty of thy hand, 
" Shall cry to Heav'n and pull a bleifing on thee j" 
Ev'n man, the mercilefs infulter man, 
Man, who rejoices in our fex's weaknefs, 
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all .pity thee, and with unwonted goodnefs 
>rget thy failings, and record thy praife. 
J. Sh. Why fhould I think that man will do for 

me, * 

liat yet he never did for wretches Jike me? 
ark by what partial juftice we are judg'd : 
ich is the fate unhappy women find, 
ad fuch the curfe entail'd upon our kind, 
hat man, the lawlefs libertine, may rove, 
•ee and unqueftion'd through the wilds of love ; 
Tiile woman, fenfe and nature's eaiy fool, 
poor weak woman fwerve from virtue's rule, 
', ftrongly charm'd, (he leav« the thorny way, 
.nd in the fofter paths of pleafure ftray, 
uin enfues, reproach and «ndlefs ftiame, 
k nd one falfe ftep entirely damns her fame 4 
1 vain with tears the lofs (he may deplore, 
1 vain look back on what (he was before 5 
he fets, like ftars that fall, to rife no more. 

[Exeunt. 
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Continues. Enter Alicia, fpealing to Jane Shore 
as entering. 

Alicia. 
tf o farther, gentle friend ; good ttngeU ^patfi ^<so* 
iod /prcad their gracious "wings abo\a ^<Ntt ^ass^etv 
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The drowfy night grows on the world, and now 
The bufy craftfmen and o'cVlabour'd hind 
Forget the travail of the day in fleep i 
Care only wakes, and moping penllvenefs ; 
With meagre difcontented looks they fit, 
And watch the wafting of the midnight taper. 
Such vigils muft I keep, fo wakes my foul, 
Reftlefs and felf-tormented ! Oh, falfe Haftings ! 
Thou haft deftroy'd my peace, [Knocking without. 
What noife is that ? 

What vifitor is this, who with bold freedom, 
Breaks in upon the peaceful night and reft, 
With fuch a rude approach ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. One from the court, 
JLord Haftings (as I think) demands my lady. 

Alic. Haftings i Be ftill, my heart, and try tt 
meet him 
With his own arts: with falfhood — But he comes* 

Enter Lord Hastings, fpeah to * Servant <u enter* 
wg. 

Haft. Difmifs my train, and wait alone without. 
Alicia here ! Unfortunate encounter ! 
But be it as it may. 

AUc. When humbly, thus, 
The great defcend to vifit the afflicted, 
When thus, unmindful of their reft, they come 
To footh the forrows of the midnight mourner, 
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Comfort comes with them ; fike the golden fun, 
EKfpels the fallen ftiades with her fweet influence, 
And chears the melancholy houfe of care. 

flajl. 'Tis true, 1 would not over-rate a courtefy, 
^fcrletthe coldnefs of delay hang on it, 
To nip and blaft its favour, like a froft ; 
But rather chofe, at this late hour, to come, 
That your fair friend may know 1 have prevail'd 5 
The lord protector has receiv'd her fuit, 
And means to fhew her grace* 

Alic. My friend 1 my lord. 

Hqjl. Yes, lady, yours: none has a right more 
ample 
To tafk my pow'r than you, 

Alic. 1 want the words, 
To pay you back a compliment fo courtly ; 
But my heart guefTes at the friendly meaning, 
And wo' not die your debtor. 

Haft. 'Tiswell, madam. 
•But I would fee your friend. 

AUc. Oh, thou falfe lord ! 
I would be miffrefs of my heaving heart, 
Stifle this rifing rage, and learn from thee 
To drefs my 7 face in eafy dull indifPrence : 
But 'two' not be ; my wrongs will tear their way, 
And rufh at once upon thee. 

Haft. Are you wife ? 
Have yoftthe ufe of reafon ? Do you wake ? 
What means this raving, this tranfporting paflion ? 

AUc. Oh, thou cool traitor ! thou infuiting ty- 
rant. 

I 
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Doft thou behold my poor diffra&ed heart, 

Thcs rent with agonizing Iotc and rage, 

And alk me what it means ? Art thou not falfe ? 

Am I not fcorn'd, forfaken, and abandon'd, 

Left, like a common wretch, to (hame and infamyc :^^ 

Oiv'n up to be the fport of villains' tongues. 

Of laughing parages, and lewd buffoons ; 

And all becaufe my fool has doated on thee 

With lore, with truth, and tendernefs unutterable ? 

Haft. Are thefethe proofs of tendernefs and love — 
Thefe endlefs quarrels, difcootents, and jealoufies, 
Thefe never-ceafing wai lings and complainings, 
Thefe furious ftarts, thefe whirlwinds of the foul, 
Which every other moment rife to madnefs ? 

Alk. What proof, alas ! have I not giv*n of love i? 
What have 1 not abandon *d to thy arms ? 
Have I not (et at nought my noble birth, 
A fpotlefs fame, and an unbkmifh'd race. 
The peace of innocence, and pride of virtue ? 
My prodigality has giv'n thee all ; j 

And now, I've nothing left me to beftow, 
You hate the wretched bankrupt you have made. 

Haft. Why am I thus purfu'd from place to place, 
-Kept in the view, and crofs'd at every turn ? 
In vain I fly, and, like a hunted deer, 
Scud o'er the lawns, and haften to the covert ; 
E'er I can reach my fafety, you o'ertake me 
With the fwift malice of fome keen reproach, 
And drive the winged (haft deep in my heart. 

Alic. Hither you fly, and here you feek repofe f 
Spite of the poop deceit, your arts are known, 
Your pious, chariubU«udtiv^.^& k \&* 
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Haft. If you are wife, and prize your peace of 
mind, 
*Yet take the friendly counfel of Ay love ; 
Relieve me true, nor liften to your jealoufy. 
Xet not that devil, which undoes your fex, 
That curfed curiofity feduce you, 
To hunt for needlefs fecrets, which, neglefted, 
-Shall never hurt your quiet ; but once known, 
-Shall fit upon your heart, pinch it with pain, 
And banifh the fweet fleep for ever from you* 
<Jo to — be yet adris'd— 

ATic. Doffc thou in fcorn, 
Preach patience to my rage, and bid me tamely 
Sit like a poor contented idiot down, 
Nor dare to think thou'ft wrong'd me ? Ruin feize 

thee, 
And fwift perdition overtake thy treachery^ 
Have I the leaft remaining caufe to doubt ? 
Haft thou endeavour'd once to hide thy falfhood ? 
To hide it might have fpoke fome little tendernefs, 
And (hewn thee half unwilling to undo me : 
But thou c(ifdain*ft the weaknefs of humanity, 
Thy words, and all thy adcions, *have confefiM it ; 
Ev'n now thy eyes avow it, now they fpeak, 
And infolently own the glorious vHlairiy. 

Haft. Well, then, 1 own my heart has broke your 
chains. 
Patient I bore die painful bondage long, 
At length my gen'rous lovedifdains your tyranny j 
The bittern efs and flings of taunting jealoufy, 
Vexatious days, and jarring, joylefs m^vta, 
Have driv'a him forth to feek fome fafer ftvoXttx* 
1 2 
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Where he may reft his weary wings in peace. 

Alic. You triumph ! do ! and with gigantic pride 
Defy impending vengeance. Heav'n (hall wink; 
No more his arm (hall roll the dreadful thunder, 
Nor fend his lightnings forth: no more his juftice 
•Shall vifit the prefuming fons of men, 
But perjury, like thine, (hall dwell in fafety. 

Haft. Whate'er my fate decrees for me hereafter* 
Be prefent to me now, my better angel ! 
Preferve me from the ftorm that threatens now, 
And if I have beyond attonement fkin'd, 
Let any other kind of plague o'ertake me, 
So 1 efcape the fury of that tongue* 

Alic. Thy pray'r is heard — 1 go— but know, proud 
lord, 
Howe'er thou fcorn'ft the weaknefs of my fcx, 
This feeble hand may find the means to reach thee, 
Howe'er fublime in pow'r and greatnefs plac'd, 
With royal favour guarded round and grac'd ; 
On eagle's wings my rage fhaH urge her flight, 
And hurl thee headlong from thy'topmoft height; 
Then, like thy fate, fuperior will I fit, * 
And view thee fall'n, and grov'ling at my feet ; 
See thy laft breath with indignation go, 
And tread thee finking to the fhades below. \Exil* 

Haft. How fierce a fiend is paffion ! With- what 
wildnefs, 
What tyranny untam'd it reigns in woman ! 
Unhappy fex ! whofe eafy yielding temper 
Cives way to ev'ry appetite alike : 
** Each guft of inclination, uacontrol'd* 
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"- Sweeps thro* their fouls and fets them in an up- 
roar 5 • 
" Each motion of the heart rifes to fury. ,r 
And love in their weak bofoms is a rage 
As terrible as heat, and as deftruclive. 
u So the wind roars o'er the wide fencelefs ocean, 
14 And heaves the billows of the boiling deep, 
" Alike from north, from fouth, from eaft, from* 

weft ; 
u With equal force the tempcft blows by turns 
"*From every corner of the feaman's compafs. ,> 
But foft ye now — for here comes one, difclaims 
Strife and her wrangling train ; of equaj elementsy. 
Without onejarrjng atom was fhe form'd, 
And gentlenefs and joy make up her being.. 

Enter Jane Shore- 

Forgive me, fair one, if officious friendfhip 

Intrudes on your repofe, and comes, thus late 

To greet you with the tidings of fuccefs. 

The princely Glofter has vouchfaf 'd your hearing,, 

To-morrow he expects you at the court ; 

There plead your caufe, with never-failing beauty, 

Speak all your griefs, and find a full redrefs. 

J. Sh. Thus humbly let your lowly fervant bend. 

[Kneeing: 
Thus let me bow my grateful knee to earth, 
And blefs your noble nature for this goodnefs. 

Hq/l. Rife, gentle dame, you -WTOt^ to^ tc&un&v 
much, 
Think me not guilty af a thought fo vim* 
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To fell my courtefy for thanks like thefe. 

J. SL 'Tis true, your bounty is beyond my freak- 
ing : 
But tho' my mouth be dumb, my heart mail thank 

you; 
And when it melts before the throne of mercy, 
Mourning and bleeding for my paft offences* 
My fervent foul (hall breathe one pray'r for /yo%. 
If pray'rs of fuch a wretch are heard on high, 
That Heav'n will pay you back, when moft yo» 

need, 
The grace and goodnefs you have (hewn to me. 

Hqfi* If there be ought of merit in my fenrice > 
Impute it there, where moft 'tis due, to love j 
Be kind, my gentle miitrefs, to ray wifhes, 
And fatisfy my panting heart with beauty. 

J. SL Alas ! my lord 

Hajl. Why bend thy eyes to earth ? 
Wherefore thefe looks of heavinefs and forrow t 
Why breathes that figh, my love \ And wherefore 
, falls 

This trickling fhow'r of tears, to ftain thy fwcet- 
nefs? 
J. SL If pity dwells within your noble breaft, 
(As furc it does) Oh. fpeak not to me thus. 

Haft. Can I behold thee, and not fpeak of love t 
Ev'n now, thus fadly as thou ftand'ft before me, 
Thus defolate, dejected, and forlorn, 
Thy foftnefs fteals upon my yielding fenfes, 
Till my foul faints, and fickens with defire ; 
How canft thou give this motion to my heart* 
And bid my tongue be (kill i 
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J. Sk. Caft round your eyes 
Upon the high-born beauties of the court ; 
Behold, like opening rofes, where they bloonv 
Sweet to the fenfe, unfuDy'd all, and fpotlefs ; 
There choofe fome worthy partner of your heart, 
To fill your arms, and blefs your virtuous bed ; 
Nor turn your eyes this way r " where fin and mifery,, 
** Like loathfome weeds, have over-run the fell, 
** And the deftroyer, Shame, has laid all wafte." 

Haft. What means this- peevifh, this fantaftic 
change ? 
Where is thy wonted pleafantnefs of face, 
Thy wonted graces, and thy dimpled fmiles ? 
Where haft thou loft thy wit, and fportive mirth I 
That chearful heart which us'd to dance for ever, 
And caft a day of gladnefs all around thee ? 

Jf. Sb. Yes, I will own I merit the reproach ; 
And for thofefoolifh days of wanton pride,. 
My foul is juftly humbled to the duft : 
All tongues, like yours, are licenf *d to upbraid me,. 
Still to repeat my guilt, to urge my infamy, 
And treat me like that abject thing I have been, 
u Yet let the faints be witnefs to this truth, 
" That now, tho* late, 1 look with horror back, 
u That I deteft my wretched felf, and curfe . 
u My paft polluted life. All-judging Heav'n, 
u Who knows my crimes, has feen my forrow for 
them/' 

Haft. No more of this dull ftu£ 'Tis time 
enough 
T« whine and mortify thyfelf with penance, 
u When the decaying fenfe is palTd with pleafure^ 
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" And weary nature tires in her laffc flage ; 

€< Then weep and tell thy beads, when ak'ring 

rheums 
" Have ftain'd the luftre of thy (tarry eyes, 
u And failing palfies make thy wither'd hand." 
The prefent moment claims more gen'rous ufe ; 
Thy beauty, night, and folitude, reproach me, 
For having talk'd thus long — come let me prefs thee, 

[Laying bold of her* 
Pant on thy bofom, fink into thy arras, 
And lofe myfelf in the luxurious flood. 

J. Shore. " Never ! by thofe chafte lights above, 
I fwear, 
" My foul mail never know pollution more j" 
Forbear, my lord ! — here let me rather die : 

[Kneeling. 
" Let quick deftruclion overtake roe here," 
And end my forrows and my fhame for ever. 

Haft. Away with this perverfenefs — 'tis too much* 
Nay, if you ilrive — 'tis monftrous affectation I 

[Striving 

J. Sb. Retire ! I beg you leave me— 

Haft. Thus to coy it !— — 
With one who knows you too. 

J. Sb. For mercy's fake 

Haft. Ungrateful woman ! Is it thus you pay 
My fervices ? 

J. Sb. Abandon me to ruin 

Rather than urge me 

Hajl. This way to youj chamber ; \PuUing her* 
There if you ftruggle— 
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J. Sb. Help, oh, gracious Heaven ! 
Help ! Save me ! Help ! [Exit. 

Enter D u m o n t, he inlerpofes. 

Dum. My lord ! for honour's fake 

Halt. Hah ! What art thou ?— Begone I 

Dum. My duty calls me 
To my attendance on my miftrefs here. 

" J. Sh. For pity, let me go" 

Haft. Avaunt ! bafe groom 

At diftance wait, and know thy office better. 

Dum. " Forgo your hold, my lords !" 'tis moft 
unmanly 
This violence 

Hajl. Avoid the room this moment, 
" Or I will tread thy foul out." 

Dum. No, my Jord !- — • 
The common ties of manhood call me now, 
And bid me thus ftand up in the defence 
Of an op^refs'd', unhappy, helplefs woman. 

Hqji. And doft thou know me, (lave ? 

Dum. Yes, thou proud lord ! 
Iknow thee well ; know thee with each advantage 
Which wealthy or power, or noble birth can give 

thee. 
I know thee, too, for one who ftains thofe honours, 
And blots a long illuftrious line of anceflry, 
By poorly daring thus to wrong a woman. 

Hajl. 'Tis wond'rous well ! 1 fee, my faint-like 
dame, 
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You ftand provided of your braves and ruffians, 
To man your caufe, and blufter in your brothel. 
Dum. Take back the foul reproach, unmanned 
railer ! 
Nor urge my rage too far, left thou ihould'ft find 
I have as daring fpirits in my blood 
As thou or any of thy race e'er boafted : 
And tho' no gaudy titles grae'd my birth, 
** Titles, the fervile courtier's lean reward, 
" Sometimes the pay of virtue* but more oft 
•* The hire which greatnefs gives to (laves and fyco* 

phants," 
Yet Heav'n that made me honeft, made me more 
Than ever king did, when he made a lord* 

Ha/I. Infolent villain ! henceforth let this teach 
thee [Draws andjlrikes bint* 

The diftance 'twixt; a peafant and a prince. 

Dum. Nay, then, my lord, \drawing~\ learn you 
by this, how well 
! An arm refolv'd can guard its mailer's life. 

ITheyfgb. 

" J. Sb. Oh my diftratting fears \ hold, for fweet 

Heav'n." 

[ They fgbt, Dumont difarm Lord Hailing*. 

HaJI. Confufion ! baffled by a bafe-born hind \ 

Dum. Now, haughty fir, where is our difference 



now 



> 



Your life is in my hand, and did not honour, 
The gentlenefs of blood, and inborn virtue 
(Howe'er unworthy I may feem to you) 
Plead in my bofom, I mould take the forfeit 
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But wear your fword again ; and know, a lord . 
Oppos'd againft a man, is but a man. 

Haft. Curfe on my failing arm ! Your better for* 
tune 
Has given you vantage o'er me ; but perhaps 
Your triumph, may be bought with dear repentance* 

[Exit Raftings. 

Enter Jane Shore. 

J. SL Alas ! what hare ye done ? Know ye the 
pow'r, 
The mightinefs, that waits upon this lord ? 

Dum. Fear not, my worthieft miftrefs; 'tis * 
caufe 
In which Heaven's guards mail wait you. O purfiie r 
Purfue the facred counfels of your foul. 
Which urge you on to virtue; let not danger. 
Nor the incumbering world, make faint your purpofe. 
Aflifting angels fhaH conduct your fteps, 
Bring you to blifs, and crown your days with peace. 

y. $h. Oh, that my head were laid, my fad eyes 
clos'd, 
And my cold corfe wound in my fhroud to reft ! 
My painful heart will never ceafe to beat, 
Will neve* know a moment's peace till then. 

Dum. Wouki you be happy, leave this fatal place ^ 
Fly from the court's pernicious neighbourhood ; 
Wbene innocence is fham'd, and blufhing modefty 
Is made tjie fcorner's jeft ; where hate, deceit, 
And deadly ruin, wear the mafcmes of beauVj, 
Asd draw deluded fool* with fhewa of ^ta&m.. 
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J. Sh. Where mould I fly, thus helplefs and for- 
lorn, 
Of friends, and all the means, of life bereft? 

Dum. Belmour, whofe friendly care (till wakes to 
ferve you, / 

Has found you out a little peaceful refuge, 
Far from the court and the tumultuous city. 
Within an ancient foreft's ample verge, 
There {lands a lonely but a healthful dwelling, 
Built for convenience and the ufe of life : 
Around it fallows, meads, and.pafhires fair, 
A little garden, and a limpid brook, 
By nature's own contrivance feemM difpos'd ; 
No neighbours, but a few poor fimple clowns, 
Honeft and true, with a well-meaning prieft : 
No faction, or domeiHc fury's rage, 
Did e'erdifturb the quiet of that place, 
When the contending nobles (hook the land 
With York and Lancafter's difputed fway. 
Your virtue there may find a fafe retreat 
From the infulting pow'rs of wicked greatnefs. 

J. Sh. Can there be fo much happinefs in ftore ! 
A cell like that is all my hopes afpire to. 
Hafte, then, and thither let us take our flight. 
E'er the clouds gather, and the wint'ry fky 
Defcends in ftorms to intercept our paflage. 

Dum. Will you then go ! You glad my very fouL 
Banilh your fears, caft all your cares on me ; 
Plenty and eafe, and peace of mind (hall wait you, 
And make your latter days of life moil happy. 
Oh, lady ! but I muft not, cannot tell you, ' 
How anxious I ha\t beta £ot ill ^o\jx fax^ttR* 



Act III. JANE SHORE. 105 

And how my heart rejoices at your fafety. 

So when the fpring renews the flow'ry field, 

And warns the pregnant nightingale to build. 

She feeks the fafeft fhelter of the wood, 

Where fhe may truft her little tuneful brood ; 

Where no rude fwains her fhady cell may know, 

Nor ferpents climb, nor blafting winds may blow ; 

Fond of the chofen place, fhe views it o'er, 

Sits there, and wanders thro* the grove no more ; 

Warbling fhe charm3 it each returning night, 

And loves it with a mother's, dear delight. [Exeunt. 
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The Court. Enter Alicia, writb a paper. 

Alula. 
This paper to the great protector's hand, 
With care and fecrecy, muft be convey'd ; 
His bold ambition now avows its aim, 
To pluck the crown from Edward's infant brow, 
And fix it on his own. I know he holds 
My faithlefs Haftings adverfe to his hopes, 
And much devoted to the orphan king ; 
On that I build : this paper meets his doubts, 
And marks my hated rival as the caufe 
Of Haftings' zeal for his dead mafer's fotiv 
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Oh, jealoufy ! thou bane of pleafing friend/hip, 
•' Thou worft invader of our tender bofbrns," 
How does thy rancour poifon all our foftnefs, 
l And turn our gentle natures into bitternefs ? 

See where (he comes ! once my heart's deareft bids- 

ing, 
Now my chang'd eyes are blafted with her beauty. 
Loath that known face, and ficken to behold her. 

Enter Jane Shore. 

" J. Sh. Now whither (hall I fly to find relief? 
" What charitable hand will aid me now ? 
** Will flay my falling fteps, fupport my ruins, 
" And heal my wounded mind with balmy coo* 

fort?" 
Oh, my Alicia ! 

ATtc. What new grief is this ? 
What unforefeen misfortune has furpriz'd thee* 
That racks thy tender heart thus ? 

J. Sb. Oh, Dumont ! s 

AYtc. Say what of him ? 

J. SL That friendly, honeft man, 
Whom Belmour brought of late to my affiftance* 
On whofe kind care, whofe diligence and faith* 
My fureft truft was built, this very morn 
Was feiz'd on by the cruel hand of power, 
Forc'd from my houfe, and born away to prifon- 

Abe. To prifon, faid you \ Can you guefs the 
caufe ? 

J. St. Too well, I fear.- His bold defence of 
me 
^ Has drawn the vengeance, oi l^&l^&w^ w\wbw 
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Abe. Lord Haftings ! Ha! 

J. Sh. Sorae fitter time muft tell thee 
The tale of my hard hap. Upon the prefent 
Hang all my poor, my laft remaining hopes. 
Within this paper is my fuit contained ; 
Here as the princely Glofter pafles forth, 
I wait to give it on my humble knees, 
And move him for redrefs. 

[She gives the paper to Alicia, who opens 
andfeemsto read it* 

AUc. [A/ide.] Now for a wile, 
To fting my thoughtlefs rival to the heart ; , 
To blaft her fatal beauties, and divide her 
For ever from my perjur'd Haftings* eyes : 
" The wanderer may then look back to me, 
" And turn to his forfaken home again ;" 
Their fafhions are the fame, it cannot fail. 

[Pulling out the other paper. 

J. Sb. But fee the great proteclor comes this way, 
u Attended by a train of waiting courtiers." ' 
Give me the paper, friend. V, 

A&c. [Afide.] For love and vengeance ! 

1 [She gives her the other paper. 

Enter the Dule of Gloster, Sir Richard Rat- 
cliffe, Catksby, Courtiers y and other attendants. 
* 
J. Sh. [KneeTing] Oh, noble Glofter, turn- thy 

( gracious eye, 

Incline thy pitying ear to my complaint, 

A poor, undone, forfaken, helpkfe wottia&t JflF 

m 
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Intreats a little bread for charity, 

To feed her wants, . and fave her life from perilhing. 

Glqft. Arife, fair dame, and dry your wat'ry eye9. 
[ Receiving the paper > and raiftng her\ 
Befhrew me, but 'twere pity of his heart 
That could refufe a boon to fuch a fuitrefs. 
Y'have got a noble friend to be your advocate ;-. 
A worthy and right gentle lord he is, 
And to his truft m'oft true. This prefent Now 
Some matters of the flate detain our leifure ; 
Thofe once difpatch'd, we'll call for you anon, 
And give your griefs redrefs. Go to ! be comfort- 
ed. 

J. Sh. Good Heav'ns repay your highnefs for this 
pity, 
And fhow'r down bleffings on your princely head. 
Come, my Alicia, reach thy friendly arm, 
And help me to fupport this feeble frame, 
That nodding totters with oppreffive woe, 
And finks beneath its load. [Exeunt J. Sh. andAlk* 

Glqft. Now by my holidame ! 
Heavy of heart (he feems, and fore aiHicled. 
But thus it is when rude calamity 
Lays its ftrong gripe upon thefe mincing minions ; 
The dainty gew-gaw forms diflblve at once, 
And fhiver at the ftiock. What fays her paper ? 

[Seeming to read. 
Ha ! what^ts this ? Come nearer, RatclifFe ! Catef- 

by ! 
Mark the contents, and then divine the meaning. 

[Ht rtadx*. 
Wonder not, princely Glojlcr, at the notice 
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*Th\s paper brings you from a friend unknown ; 
J^ord Hqftings is inctin'dto call you mqfter, 
^ind kneel to Richard, as to England 9 s king ; 
£ut Shore 9 s bewitching wife mi/leads his heart, 
*And draws his fervice, to King Edwards fons : 
JDrive her away, you break the charm that holds hhn % 
*And he, and all his powers, attend you* 
Rat. 'Tis wonderful \ 
Cat. The means by which it came 
Yet ftranger too I 

Gloft. You faw it given, but now. 
Rat. She could not know the purport. 

Glqft. No, 'tis plain 

She knows it not, it levels at her life ; 
Should fhe prefume to prate of fuch high matters, 
The meddling harlot, dear fhe fhould abide it. 
' Cat. What hand foe'er it comes from, beaffur'd, 
It means your highnefs well 

Gloft. Upon the inftant, 
Lord Haftings will be here ; this morn I mean 
To prove him to the quick ; then if he flinch, 
No more but this — away with him at once, 

He muft be mine or nothing But he comes ! 

Draw nearer this way, and obferve me well. 

[They whifper* 

Enter Lord Hastings. 

- Haft. This foolifh woman hangs about my 
Lingers and wanders in my fancy {till ; 
This coynefs is put on, 'tis art and cunning, 
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And worn to urge defire 1 muft poflefs her* 

The groom, who lift his faucy hand againfb me,. 
E'er this, is humbled, and repents his daring. 
Perhaps, ev'n (he may profit by th* example, 
And teach her beauty not to fcorn my powr. 

Gloft* This do, and wait me e'er the council fits. 
[Exeunt Rat. anddX* 
My lord, y'are well encountred : here has been 
A fair petitioner this morning with us ; 
Believe me, (he has won me much to pity her t 
Alas ! her gentle nature wa&not made 
To buffet with adverfity. I told her 
How worthily her caufe you had befriended ; 
How much for your good fake we meant to do,. 
That you hadfpoke, and. alignings mould be welL 

Haft. Your highnefs binds me ever to your fervice. 

Glo/i. You know your friendfhip % is moft potent 
with us, 
And fhares our power. But of this enough,. 
For we have other matters for your ear ; 
The ftate is out of tune.; diftracting fears, 
And jealous doubts, jar in our public counfels ^ 
Amidft the wealthy city, murmurs rife, 
Lewd railings, and reproach on thofe that rule, 
With open fcorn of government ; hence credit, 
And public truft 'twixt man and man, are broke.. 
The golden ftreams of commerce are with-held, 
Which fed the wants of needy hinds and artizans, 
Who therefore cuife the great, and threat rebellion* 

Haft. The refty knaves are over-run with eafc, 
As plenty ever is the nutfe o{fo&\otv •, 
If in good days, like thefe, \te W^^Wfc 
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Grow madly wanton, and repine ; it is 

Becaufe the reins of power are held too flack. 

And reverend authority of late , 

Has worn a face of mercy more than juftice. 

Glo/l. Befhrew my heart ! but you have well dl» 
vin'd 
The fource of thefe diforders. Who can wonder 
If riot and mifrule overturn the realm. 
When the crown fits upon a baby brow ? 
Plainly to (peak ; hence comes thegen'ral cry, 
And fum of all complaint : 'twill ne'er be well 
With England (thus they talk) while children go- 
vern. 

Haft. 'Tis true, the king is young ; but what of 
that i •»♦•-. 

We feel no want of Edward's riper years, 
While Glofler's valour and moft princely wifdom 
So well fupply our infant fov'reign's place, 
His youth's fupport, and guardian to his throne. 

G/oft. The council (much I'm bound to thank 'en 
for't) 
Have plac'd a pageant fceptre in my hand, 
Barren of power, and fuhjeft to control ; • 
Scorn'd by my foes, and ufelefs to my friends. 
Oh, worthy lord ! were mine the rule indeed, 
I think I mould not fuffer rank offence 
At large to lord it in the common-weal ; 
Nor would the realm be rent by difcord thus, 
Thus fear and doubt, betwixt difputed titles. 

Haft. Of this \ am to learn ; as not fuppofing 
A doubt like this • 



1 
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Glofl. Ay, marry, but there is 

And that of much concern. Have you not heard' 

How, on a late occafion, Doctor Shaw 

Has mov'd the people much about the lawfulnefs 

Of Edward's iflue ? By right grave authority 

Of learning and religion, plainly proving, 

A baftard fcion never mould be grafted 

Upon a royal ftock ; from thence, at full 

Difcourfing on my brother's former contract 

To Lady Elizabeth Lucy, long before 

His jolly match with that fame buxom widow 

The queen he left behind him 

Haft. Ill befall 
Such meddling priefts, who kindle up confufion* 
And vex the quiet world with their vain fcruples \ 
By Heav'n 'tis done in perfect fpite to peace. 
Did not die king, 

Our royal matter, Edward, in concurrence 
With his eftates afTembled, well determine 
What courfe the fov'reign rule mould take hence for- 
N ward ? 

When (hall the deadly hate of faction ceafe, 
When (hall our long-divided land have reft,. 
If every peevifh, moody malecontent 
Shall fet the fenftlefs rabble in an uproar, 
Fright them with dangers, and peq^lex their brain, 
Each day with fome fantaftic giddy change ? 

Gioft. What if fome patriot, for the public good, 
Should vary from your fcheme, new-mould the ftatei 

Haft. Curfeon the innovating hand attempts it! 
.Remember him, theviUain, \vg)rt£<aro& RsaNwv,* 
In thy great day of ven^anceA ^BV»&^ \xi\v» 



fccT HI. JANE SHORE. $13 

And his pernicious counfels ; who for wealth, 
For pow'r, the pride of greatnefs, or revenge, 
Would plunge his native land in civil wars 4 

Gloft. You go too far, my lord. 

Haft. Your highnefs' pardon '— 

Have we fc foon forgot thofe days of ruin, 

When York and Lancafter -drew forth the battles ; 

When, like a matron butcher'd by her fons, 

" And caft befide fome common way, a fpe&acle 

u Of horror and affright to pafTers by," 

Our groaning country bled at ev'ry vein ; 

When murders, rapes, and maflacres prevail'd 5 

When churches, palaces, and cities blaz'd : 

When infolence and barbarifm triumph'd, 

And fwept away diftindtion 5 peafants trod 

Upon the necks of nobles 5 low were laid 

The reverend crofier, and the holy mitre, 

And defolationcover'd all the land ; 

Who can remember this, and not, like me, 

Here vow to (heath a dagger in his heart 

Whofe damn'd ambition would renew thofe horrors, 

And fet once more that fcene of blood before us ? 

Gloft. How now ! fo hot ! 

Haft. So brave, and fo refolv*d. 

Gloft. Is then our friendship of fo little moment, 
That you could arm your hand againft my life ? 
' Haft. I hope your highnefs does not think I mean 

it; 
No, Heav'n forefend that e'er your princely perfon 
Should come within the fcope of my refentment. 

Gloft. Oh, noble Haftings ! Nay, I muft embrace 
you; [Etnbrcxti him* 
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By holy Paul, y'are a right honeft man ! 

The time is full of danger and diftruft, 

And warns us to be wary. Hold me not 

Too apt for jealoufy and light furmife, 

If when I meant to lodge you next my heart, 

1 put your truth to trial. Keep your loyalty, 

And live, your king and country's beft fupport : 

For me, I afk no more than honour gives, 

To think me yours, and rank me with your friends. 

" Haft* Accept what thanks a grateful heart fhoald 
pay, ^ 
<* Oh, princely Glofler ! judge me not ungentle, 
€< Of manners rude, and infoient offpeech, 
w If, when the public fafety is in queftion, 
" My zeal flows warm and eager from my tongue. 

" Glojl. Enough of this : to deal in wordy coo- 
pliment 
%i Is much againflthe plainnefs of my nature; 
ci I judge you by myfelf, a clear true fpirit, 
u And, as fuch, once more join you to rny bofom, 
" Farewell, and be my friend." [Exit Glofc 

Haft. I am not reaO, 
Nor fkill'd and pra&is'd in the arts of greatnefi, 
To kindle thus, and give a fcope to paffion, ' 
The duke is furely noble ; but he touch 'd me 
Ev'n on the tend'reft point ; the mafter-ftring 
That makes raoft harmony or difcord to me. 
I own the glorious fubjeft fires my bread:. 
And my foul's darling paffion (lands confefi'd ; 
Beyond or love's or friendship's facred bandy 
Beyond myfelf, I prize my native land : 
On this foundation wou\d I W\\& tw^ \%m% 
And emulate the Greek and ^\a«fc'awa&\ 
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ink England's peace bought cheaply with my 

blood, 
>d die with pleafure for my country's good. [Exit. 



•ACT IV. SCENE L 



ntinues. Enter Duh of Gloste*, Ratcliffe, 
and Catesby. 

Glojler. 

ris was the fum of all : that he would brook 
alteration in the prefent ftate. 
rry, at laft, the tefty gentleman 
s almoft raov'd to bid us bold defiance 
there I dropt the argument, and changing 
i firft deiign and purport of my fpeech, 
ais'd his good afFeclion to young Edward, 
d left him to believe my thoughts like his. 
ceed we then in this foremention'd matter, 
nothing bound or trufling to his friendship. 
%at. Ill does it thus befall. I could have wifh'd 
is lord had ftood with us. " His friends arc 

wealthy ; 
Thereto, his own poffeffions large and mighty ; 
The vaflals and dependants on his power 
Firm i» adherence, ready, bold? aadmti^? 
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His name had been of vantage to your highnefs, 
And flood our prefeht purpofe much in ftead. 
Gloft. This wayward and perverfe declining from 
us, 
Has warranted at full the friendly notice, 
Which we this morn receiv'd. I hold it ceriain, 
This puling, whining harlot rules his reafon, 
And prompts his zeal for Edward's baftard brood. 

Cat. If fhe had fuch dominion o'er his heart, 
And turn it at her will, you rule her fate ; 
And (hould, by inference and apt deduction* 
Be arbiter of his. Is not her bread, 
The very means immediate to her being, 
The bounty of your hand ? Why does fhe live> 
If not to yield obedience to your pleafure, 
To fpeak, to act, to think as you command ? 
Rat. Let her inftrudt her tongue to bear your mef* 
fage 5 
Teach every grace to fmile in your behalf, 
And her deluded eyes to gloat for you ; 
His ductile reafon will be wound about, 
Be led and turn'd again, fay ancj unfay, 
Receive the yoke, and yield exact obedience. 
Gloft. Your counfel likes me well, it fhall be fol* 
low'd. 
She waits without, attending on her fiill* 
Go, call her in, and leave us here alone. 

[Exeunt RatclifFe and Catefty 
How poor a thing is he, how worthy fcorn, 
Who leaves the guidance of imperial manhood 
To fuch' a paltry piece of fluff as this is ! 
A moppet made of prettinefe and ^t\fe \ 
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That oftener does her* giddy fancies change, 
Than glittering dew-drops in the fun do colours— 
Now, mame upon jt ! was our reafon given 
Tor fuch a ufe ! " To be thus pufPd about 
" Like a dry leaf, an idle ftraw* a feather, 
xt The fport of every whiffing blaft that blows ? 
%t Befhrew my heart, but it is wond'rous ftrange ;" 
Sure there is fomething more than witchcraft in them, 
That mailers ev'n the wifeft of us all. 



Enter Jane Shore. 

Oh ! you are come moft fitly. We have ponder'd 
On this your grievance •: and tho' fome there are, 
Nay, and thofe great ones too, who wou'd enforce 
The rigour of our power to afflict you, 
And bear a heavy hand ; yet fear not you : 
We've ta'en you to our favour ; our protection 
Shall ftand between, and fhield you from mifhap. 

J. Sk The bleffings of a heait with anguiih bro- 
ken, 
And refcu'd from defpair, attend your highnefs. 
Alas ! my gracious lord, what have I done 
To kindle fuch relentlefs wrath againft me ? 
u If in the days of all my pail offences, 
u When moft my heart was lifted with delight* . 
u If 1 withheld my morfel from the hungry, 
c< Forgot the widow's want, and orphan's cry ; 

If I have known a good I have not (har'd, 

Nor call'd the poor to take his portion with mt i 
I. • JT 
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*' Let my worft enemies ftand forth, and now 
" Deny the fuccour, which I gave not then." 

Glojl. Marry there are, tho' I believe them not, 
Who fay you meddle in affairs of ftate : 
That you prefume to prattle, like a bufy-body, 
Give your advice, and teach the lords o' th 1 council 
What fits the order of the common-weal. 

J. $h. Oh, that the bufy world, atleaft in this, 
Would take example from a wretch like me ! 
None then would wafbe their hours in foreign 

thoughts, 
Forget themfelves, and what concerns their , peace, 
" To tread the mazes of fantafticfalfhood. 
" To haunt their idle founds and flying tales, 
" Thro' all the giddy, noify courts of rumour; 
*' Malicious flander never would have leifure" 
To fearch with prying eyes, for faults abroad, 
If all, like me, confider'd their own hearts, 
And wept the forrows which they found at home. 
*GIoft. Goto! Iknowyourpow'r; and.tho'ltruft. 

not 
To ev'ry breath of fame, I'm not to learn 
That Haftings is profefs'd your loving vafTal. 
But fair befall your beauty : ufe it wifely, 
And it may ftand your fortunes much in ftead, 
Give back your forfeit land with large increafe, 
And place you high in fafety and in honour. 
Nay, I could. point away, the which purfuing, 
You (hall not only bring yourfelf advantage, 
JBut 4 give the realm much worthy caufe to thank yoa. • 
J. St. Oh ! where or W«— C^a xwj unworthy 

hand 
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:ome an inftrument of good to any ? 

true! your lowly (lave, and let me fly 

yjeld obedience to your dread command. 

Glojl. Why, that's well faid— Thus then— Ob- 

ferve me well, 
£ fbate, for many high and potent reafons, 
:eming my brother Edward's fons unfit 
rthe imperial weight of England's crown— 
J. SL Alas !^ for pity. 
Glojt. Therefore have refolv'd 

• fet afide their unavailing infancy, 

id veft the fov'reign rule in abler hands. 

lis, tho' of great importance to the public, 

iftings, for very peevifhnefs and fpleen, 

>es ftubbornly oppofe. 

J. Sb. Does he ? Does Haftings ? 

Gloft. Ay, Haftings. 

J. Sb. Reward him for the noble deed, juft 

Heav'tis z 
r this one action, guard him and diftinguifti him 
ith fignal mercies, and with great deliverance, 
re him from wrong, adverfity, and fhame. 
t never-fading honours flourifh round him, 
id confecrate his name, ev'n to time's end : 
Let him know nothing elfe but good on earth, 
And everlafting bleflednefs hereafter." 
Gloft. How now! 

7« Sb. The poor, forfaken, royal little ones I 
all they be left a prey to favage power ? 
1 they lift up their harmlefs hands in vain, 
cry to Heaven for help, and not be heaid I 
K?/BbJeJ Oh, gallant, generous Haftitt&s, 
K 2 
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Go on, purfue ! afiert tbe facred caufc : 
Staod forth, thou proxy of all-ruling Providence, 
And fave the friendlefs infants from oppreffion. 
Saints (hall affift thee with prevailing prayers. 
And warring angels combat on thy fide. 

Gloft. You're paffing rich in this fame heav'nly 
fpeech, 
And fpend it at your pleafure. Nay, but mark mel 
My favour is not bought with words like thefe. 
Go to — you'll teach your tongue another tale. 

J. Sb. No, tho' the royal Edward has undone 
me, 
He was my king, my gracious mafter Axil ; 
•** He lov'd me too, tho' 'twas a guilty flame, 
" And fatal to my peace, yet ftill he lov'd me $ 
*' With fondnefs, and with tendernefs he doated, 
" Dwelt in my eyes, and liv'd but in my frailes :" 
And can I — O my heart abhors the thought ! 
Stand by, and fee his children robb'd of right ? ^ 
Gloft. Dare not, ev'n for thy foul, to thwart me 
further ! , 

None of your arts, your feigning and your foolery; 
Your dainty fqueamifh coying it to me; 
>Go — to your lord, your paramour, begone ! 
Lifp in his ear, hang wanton on his neck, 
And play your monkey gambols o'er to him. 
You know my purpofe, look that you purfue it, 
And make him yield obedience to my will. 
J)o it — or woe upon thy harlot's head. 

J. St>. Oh, that my tongue had ev'ry grace of 
fpeech, 
Great and commanding as the breath of kings, 
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•' Sweet as the poet's numbers, and prevailing 
" As foft perfuafion to a love-fick maid j" 
That I had art and eloquence divine, 
To pay my duty to my mailer's afhes, 
And plead, till death, the caufe of injur'd innocence. 
Gloft. Ha ! Doft thou brave me, minion ! Doffc 

thou know 
How vile, how very a wretch, my powV can make 

thee ? 
u That I can let loofe fear, diftrefs, and famine, 
u To hunt thy heels, like hell-hounds, thro* the 

world;" 
That I can place thee in fuch abjecl: ftate, 
As help fhail never find thee ; where, repining, 
Thou fhalt fit down and gnaw the earth for anguifh ;. 
Groan to the pitilefs winds without return ; 
Howl like the midnight wolf amidft the defart, 
And curie thy life, in bitternefs and mifery ? 

y. Sh. Let me be branded for the public fcorn, 
Turn'd forth and driven to wander like a vagabond, 
Be friendlefs and forfaken, feek my bread 
Upon the barren wild, and defolate nafte, 
Peed on my fighs, and drink my falling tears, 
E'er I confent to teach my lips injuftice, , 
Or wrong the orphan who has none to fave him. 
Gloft. yr Yi$ well — we'll try the temper of your 

heart, 
What hoa ! who waits without ? 

Enter Ratcliffe, Catesby, and Attendants. 
Sat* Your highnefs' pleafure 
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Gloft. Go, fome of you, and turn this {trumpet 
forth ! 
Spurn her into the ftreet ; there let her perifh* 
And rot upon a dunghill. Thro* the city 
See it proclaim'd, that none, on pain of death, 
Prefume to give her comfort, food, or harbour ^ 
Who minifters the fmalleft comfort, dies. 
Her houfe, her coftly furniture and wealth, 
" The purchafe of her loofe luxurious life>" 
We feizc on, "for the profit of the ftate. 
Away ! Be gone ! 

J. St>. Oh, thou moft righteous judge- 
Humbly behold, I bow myfelftothee, 
And own thy juftice in this hard decree : 
No longer, then, my ripe offences fpare* 
But what 1 merit, let me learn to bear. 
Yet fince 'tis all my wretchednefs can give* 
For my pail crimes my forfeit life receive ; 
No pity for my fufFerings here I crave, 
And only hope forgivenefs in the grave. 

[Exit J. Shore, guarded by Catefoy and othen* 

Gloft. So mudi for this. Your project's at an end. 

[To Rat. 
This idle toy, thi3 hilding fcorns my power, 
And fets u$ all at naught. See that a guard 
Be ready at my call.— 

Rat. The council waits 
Upon your highnefs' leifure,— — 

Gloft. Bid them enter. 
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Enter the Duke of Bucking ham, Earl of Derby, 
Bi/bop of Ely, Lord Hastings, and others as tor 
the council. The Duke o/*Gloster takes his place 
at the upper end, then the reft ft. 

Deri. In happy times we are aflembled here, 
To point the day, and fix the folemn pomp, 
For placing England's crown, with all due rites, 
Upon our foVreigh Edward's youthful brow. 

Haft. Some bufy meddling knaves, 'tis faid, there 
are, 
As fuch will ftill be prating, who prefume 
To carp and cavil at his royal right ; 
Therefore, I hold it fitting, with the fooneft, 
T' appoint the order of the coronationl 
So to approve our duty to the king, 
And ftay the babbling of fuch vain gainfayers. 

Derh. We all attend to know your highnefs' plea* 
fure. [To Glofter. 

Glqft. My lords, a fet of worthy men you are, 
Prudent and juft, and careful for the ftate ; 
Therefore, to your moft grave determination 
1 yield myfelf in all things ; and demand 
What punifhment your wifdom mall think meet 
T inflict upon thofe damnable contrivers, 
Who (hall with potions, charms, and witching 

drugs, 
Practice againft our perfon and our life ? 

Baft. So much I hold the king your hi^J\tft&' 
debtor^ 
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So precious are you to the common-weal, 
That I prefume, not only for myfelf, 
But in behalf of thefe my noble brothers, . 
To fay, whoe'er they be, they merit death. 

Glofl. Then judge yourfelves, convince your eyes 
of truth : 
Behold my arm, thus Wafted, dry, and withered, 

[Puffing up bujleevet. 
Shrunk like a foul abortion, and decay'd, 
Like fome untimely product of the feafons. 
Robb'd of its properties of ftrength and office* 
This is the forcery of Edward's wife, 
Who, in conjunction with that harlot Shore, 
And other like confederate midnight hags, 
By force of potent fpells, of bloody characters, 
And conjurations horrible to hear, 
. Call fiends and fpectres from the yawning deep* 
Andfet the minifters of hell at work, 
To torture and defpoil me of my life. 

Haft. If they have done this deed— 

Glojl. If they have done it ! 
Talk'ft thou to me of IPs, audacious traitor ! 
Thou art that ftrumpet witch's chief abettor, 
The patron and complotter of her mifchiefs, 
Andjoin'd in this contrivance for my death. 
Nay ^frart not, lords— What ho 1 a guard there, 
Sirs ! 

Enter Guards. 

Lord Haftings, I arreft thee of high treafon. 
Seize him, and bear him u&aa&y «wj% 
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He Ilia* not fire an hour. By holy Paul, 

I will not dine before his head be brought m«. 

RatclifFe, ftay you, and fee that it be done : 

The reft that love me, rife and follow me. 

[Exeunt G l o s t e r, and the Lords following. 

Manent Lord Hastings, Ratclitfe, and Guards. 

Haft. What ! and no more but this— How ! to the 

fcafFold : 
Oh, gentle RatclifFe ! tell me, do I hold thee ? 
Or if I dream, what (hall I do to wake, 
To break, to ftruggle thro* this dread confufion ? 
For furely death itfelf is not fo painful 
As is this fudden horror and furprife. 
Rat. You heard* the duke*s commands to me were 

abfolute. 
Therefore, my lord, addrefs you to your fhrift, 
With all good fpeed you may. Summon your cou-- 

rage, 
And be yourfelf ; for you mull die this inftant. 
Haft. Yes, RatclifFe, I will take thy friendly 

counfel 
And die as a man mould ; 'tis fomewhathard*~ 
To call my fcatterM fpirits home at once : 
But fince what muft be, muft be — let neceffity 
Supply the place of time and preparation, 
And arm me for the blow. ' 'Tis but to die, 
'Tis but to venture on that common hazard, 
Which many a time in battle I have run ; 
4< 75$ bat to do, what at that very moment* 
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u In many nations of the peopled earth, 

" A thoufand and a thoufand (hall do with me ; v 

*Tis but to dofe my eyes, and fhut out day-light, 

To view no more the wicked ways of men. 

No longer to behold the tyrant Glofter, 

And be a weeping witnefs of the woes, 

The defolation, daughter, and calamities, 

Which he (hall bring on this unhappy land. 

Enter Alicia. 

AJu . Stated off, and let me pafs — 1. will I rauft 
Catch him once more in thefe deipairing arms, 
And hold him to my heart — O Haftings ! Hallingsf 

Haft. Alas ! why coni'ft thou at this ^dreadful mo- 
merit, 
To fill me with new terrors, new diftra&ions ; 
To turn me wild with thy diftemper'd rage, 
And fhock the peace of my departing foul I 
Away, I pr'ythee leave me ! 

Mic. Stop a minute 
Till my full griefs find pafTage — Ob, the tyrant I 
Perdition fall on Glofter's head and mine. 

Haft, W hat means thy frantic grief? 

ATtc. I canBot fpeak — — - 
But I have murder'd thee— Oh, I could tell thee f 

Haft. Speak and give eafe to thy conflicting p*^ 
fion, ;** 

Be quick, nor keep me longer in fufpenfe, 
Time prcfTes, and a thoufand crowding thoughts 
-Break in at once I tiu* *%v\ «&dUia.t they {natch, 
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They tear my hurry'd foul r All claim attention, 
tad yet not one is heard. Oh ! fpeak, and leave 

me, 
For I have bufinefs would employ an age, 
\nd but a minute s time to get it done in. 

Alic. That, that's my grief — 'tis I that urge thee 
on, 
Thus haunt thee to the toil, fweep thee from earth, 
\nA drive thee down this precipice of fate. 

Haft. Thy reafon is grown, wild. Could thy wealc 
hand 
Sring on this mighty ruin ? If it could, 
Vhat have I done fo grievous to thy foul, 
io deadly, fo beyond the reach of pardon, 
fhat nothing but my life can make atonement ? 

JRc. Thy cruel fcorn hath flung me to the heart* 
ind fet my burning bofom all in flames : 
having and mad 1 flew to my revenge, 
^.nd writ I know not what— told the protector, 
That Shore's detefted wife, by wiles,, had won thee. 
To plot againfi his greatnefs — He believ'd it, 
Oh, dire event of my pernicious counfel ! ) 
ind, while I meant deftru&ion on her head,, 
:i' has turn'd it all on thine. v 

" Haft. Accurfed jealoufy ! 
c Oh, mercilefs, wild, and unforgiving fiend I 
*■ Blindfold it runs to undiftinguifh'd mifchief, 
c And murders all it meets. Curft be its rage,. 
1 For there is none fo deadly 5 doubly curs'd 
4 Be all thofe eafy fools who give it harbour ; 
4 Wijo turn a monfter loofe among maukxtvd, 
* Fierce; than famine, war, orfgotted^fiyl$fc&*V 
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u Baneful as death, and horrible as hell. 

" ARc. If thou wilt curfe, curfe rather thine own 
falfhood ; 
" Curfe the lewd maxims of thy perjur'd fex, 
" Which taught thee firft to laugh at faith and jut 

tice; 
" To fcorn the folemn fanctity of oaths, 
(l And make a jeft of a poor woman's ruin : 
" Curfe thy proud heart, and thy infulting tongue, 
* c That rais'd this fatal fury in my foul, 
" And urg'd my vengeance to undo us both." 

Hajly Oh, thou inhuman ! Turn thy eyes away, 
And blaft me not with their deftructive beams : 
"Why mould 1 curfe thee with my dying breath ? 
Begone ! and let me die in peace. 

Alic. Can'ft thou — Oh, cruel Haftings, leave me 
thus ! 
Hear me, 1 beg thee — I conjure thee, hear me ! 
"While with an agonizing heart, I fwear, 
By all the pangs I feel, by all the forrows, 
The terrors and defpair thy lofs (hall give me, 
My hate was on my rival bent alone. 
Oh ! had I once divin'd, falfe as thou art, 
A danger to thy life, I would have dy'd, , 

1 would have met it for thee, and made bare 
My ready faithful breaft to fave thee from it. 

Haft. Now mark ! and tremble at Heaven's joft 
award : 
While thy infatiate wrath and fell revenge,- 
Purfu'd the innocence which never wrong'd thet> 
.Behold, the mifchief falls on thee and me : 
Refc&rfe aa4 hevritttfe tftarct &&'*«&>&*&* 
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And everlafting anguifh be thy portion : 

For me, the {hares of death are wound about me, 

And now, in one poor moment, I am gone. 

Oh ! if thou haft one tender thought remaining, 

Fly to thy clofet, fall upon thy knees, 

And recommend my parting foul to mercy. 

Alic. Oh ! yet before I go for ever from thee, 
Turn thee in gentlenefs and pity to me, \JCnecTmg, 
And, in companion of my ftrong affliction, 
Say, is it poffible you can forgive 
The fatal rafhnefs of ungovern'd love ? 
For, oh ! 'tis certain, if I had not lov'd thee 
Beyond my peace, my reafon, fame, and life, 
" Defir'd to death, and doated to deftradtion," 
This day of horror, never mould have known us. 

Hafl. Oh, rife, and let me hum thy ftormy for- 
rows. [Knifing !>**• 

Afluage thy tears, for I will chide no more, 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy fair one. 
I fee the hand of Heav'n is arm'd againft me; 
And, in myfterious Providence, decrees 
To punifh me by thy miftaken hand. 
Moft righteous doom ! for, Oh, while I behold 

thee, 
Thy wrongs rife up in terrible array, 
And charge thy ruin on me ; thy fair fame, 
Thy fpotlefs beauty, innocence, and youth, 
Difhonour'd, Wafted, and betray'd by me. 

Alic. And does thy h^art relent for my undoing ? 
Oh, that inhuman Glofter could be mov'd, 
Bat half fo eafily as I can pardon I 
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Haft. Here then exchange we mutually forgive- 

nefs: 
So may the guilt of all my broken vows* 
My perjuries to thee, be all forgotten, 
As here my foul acquits thee of my death, 
As here I part without one angry thought, 
As here I leave thee with the fofteft tendernefs* 
Mourning the chance of our difaftrous loves, 
And begging Heav'a to blefs and to fupport thee. 
Rat. My lord, difpatch ; the duke has fent to 

chide me, 

Tor loitering in my duty 

Haft. I obey. 

Altc. Infatiate, favage monfler \ Is a moment 
So tedious to thy malice ? Oh, repay him, 
Thou great avenger ! Give him blood for blood i 
Guilt haunt him ! fiends purfue him ! lightnings blad 

• him ! 
" Some horrid, curfed kind of death o'ertake him, 
w Sudden, and in the fulnefs of his fins I" 
That he may know how terrible it is, 
To want that moment he denies thee* now. 
Mqft. This rage is all in vain, ** that tears thy bo* 

fom ; 
" Like a poor bird that flutters in its cage, 
« Thou beat'ft thyfelf to death." Retire, I beg 

thee ; 
To fee thee thus, thou know'ft not how it wounds. 

me ; 
Thy agonies are added to my 6wn, 
And make the burthen more than I can bear*. , 
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Farewell—Good angels vifit thy afflicTions, 
And bring thee peace and comfort from above. 

Alic. Oh ! ftab me to the heart, fome pitying 

hand. 

Now ftrike me dead 

Haft. One thing I had forgot 
I charge thee, by our prefent common miferies ; 
By our paft loves, if yet they have a name ; 
By all thy hopes of peace here and hereafter, 
Let not the rancour of thy hate purfue 
The innocence of thy unhappy friend 5 
Thou Itnow'ft who 'tis I mean ; Oh ! fhould'ft thou 

wrong her, 
Juft Heav'n (hall double all thy woes upon thee, 
And make 'em know no end — Remember this, 
As the laft warning of a dying man. 
Farewell, forever. [ The guards carry Haftings off. 

Alic. For ever ! Oh, for ever ! 
Oh, who can bear to be a wretch for ever ! 
My rival, too J His laft thoughts hung on her, 
And as he parted, left ablefling for her : 
Shall (he be bleft, and I be curft, for ever i 
No ; fince her fatal beauty was the caufe 
Of all my fuffrings, let her mare my pains j ' 
Let her, like me, of ev'ry joy forlorn, 
Devote the hour when fuch a wretch was born ; 
" Like me, to defarts and to darknefs run, 
" Abhor, the day, and curfe the golden fun ;" 
Caft ev'ry good, and ev'ry hope behind ; 
Deteft the works of nature, loath mankind* 
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Like me, with cries diffracted, fill the air, 
Tear her poor bofom, rend her frantic hair ; 
And prove the torments of the laft defpair. [Exit. 



ACTV. SCENE L 



The Street. Enter Belmour and Dumont* 

Dumont. 

xou faw her, then ? 

Belm. I met her, as returning, 
In folemn penance from the public crofs*. 
Before her, certain rafcal officers, 
Slaves in authority, the knaves of juftice, 
Proclaim'd the tyrant Glofter's cruel orders. 
" On either fide her march'd an ill-look'd prieff,, 
'* Who with fevere, with horrid haggard eyes> 
" Did, ever and anon, by turns, upbraid her, 
u And thunder in her trembling ear damnation." 
Around her, numberlefs, the rabble flow'd, 
Should'ring each other, crowding for a view r 
Gaping and gazing,' taunting and reviling ; 
Some pitying — but thofe, alas ! how few ! 
The moft, fuch iron hearts we are, and fuch 
The bafe barbarity of human kind, 
With infolence and lewd reproach purfu'd her, 
Hooting and railing, aad w& Vi&ataflwi YobA* 
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Gath'ring the filth from out the common ways, 
To hurl upon her head, 

Dum. Inhuman dogs ! 
How did (he bear it ? 

BcL With the gentleft patience \ 
SubmifEve, fad, and lowly was her look ; 
A burning taper in her hand fhe bore, 
And on her moulders carelefsly confus'd, 
With loofe neglect, her lovely treffes hung % 
Upon her cheek a faintifh flufh was fpread ; 
Feeble fhe feem'd, and forely fmit with pain. 
While barefoot as fhe trod the flinty pavement, 
Her footfteps all along were mark'd with blood. 
Yet, filent ftill fhe pafs'd and unrepining ; 
Her ftreaming eyes bent ever on the earth, 
Except when in fome bitter pang of forrow, 
To Heaven fhe feem'd in fervent zeal to raife, 
And beg that mercy man deny'd her here. 

Dum. When was this piteous fight ? 

Bel Thefe laft two days. 
You know my care was wholly bent on you, 
To find the happy means of your deliverance, 
Which but for Haftings' death I had not gain'd# 
During that-time, altho' I have not feen her, 
Yet divers trwfty meflengers I've fent, 
To wait about, and watch a fit convenience 
To give her fome relief, but all in vain ; x 

A churlifh guard attends upon her fteps, 
Who menace thofe with death, that bring her com- 
fort, 
And drive all fuccour from her. 
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Dum. Let 'em threaten ; 
Let proud oppreflion prove its fierceft malice j 
So Heav'n befriend my foul, as here I vow 
To give her help, and (hare one fortune with her. 

Bel. Mean you ft> fee her, thus, in your own 
form I 

Dum. I do. 

Bel. And have you thought upon the cotuV 
quence ? 

Dum. What is there I mould fear ? 

Bel Have you examin'd 
Into your inmoft heart, and try'd at leifure 
The fev'raj fecret fprings tliat move the paiEons t 
Has mercy fix'd her empire there fo fure, 
That wrath and vengeance neyer may return ? 
Can you refume a hufband's name, and bid 
That wakeful dragon, fierce refentment, fleep ? 

" Dum. Why doft thou fearch fo deep, and urge , 
my memory, 
" To conjure up my wrongs to life again ? 
" T have long labour'd to forget myfelf, 
" To^think on all time backward, like a (pace 
" Idle and void, where nothing e'er had being ? 
" But thou haft peopled it again : Revenge 
" And jealoufy renew their horrid forjns, 
€i Shoot all their fires, and drive me to diffraction. 

" Bel. Far be the thought from me ! My care was 
only 
** To arm you for the meeting : better were it 
€t Never to fee her, than to let that name 
" Recall forgotten rage, and make the hufband 
u VcAroy the gen'rous ptj oi'DumouC* 
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Dum. O thou haft fet my biify brain at work, 
And now fhe mufters up a train of images, 
Which, to preferve my peace, I had caft afide, 
And funk in deep oblivion — Oh, that form I 
That angel face on which my dotage hung I 
How I have gaz'd upon her, till my foul 
With very eagernefs went forth towards her, 
And iflVd at my eyes — Was there a gem 
Which the fun ripens in the Indian mine, 
Or the rich bofom of the ocean yields ; 
What was there art could make, or wealth could buj, 
Which 1 have left unfought to deck her beauty \ 
What could her king do more ? — And yet me fled. 

BeL Away with that fad fancy 

Dunu Oh, that day ! 
The thought of it muft live for ever with me* 
1 met her, Belmour, when the royal fpoiler 
Bore her in triumph from my widow'd home I 
Within his chariot, by his fide (he fat, 
And liften'd to his talk with downward looks, 
'Till fudden as /he chanc'd afide to glance, 
Her eyes encounter'd mine — Oh ! then my friend I 
Oh ! who can paint my grief and her amazement L 
As at the ftroke of death, twice turn'd fhe pale ; 
And twice a burning crimfon blufh'd all o'er her ; 
Then with a fhriek, heart-wounding, laud (he cry'd* 
While down her cheeks two gufhing torrents ran 
Faft falling on her hands, which thus fhe wrung — — +■ 
Mov'd at her grief, the tyrant ravifher, 
With courteous action woo'd her oft to turn ^ 
Earneft he feem'd to plead, but all in vain y 
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Ev'n to the laft fhe bent her fight towards me, 
And folWd me till I had loft myfelf. 

Be!. Alas, for pity ! Oh ! thofe fpeaking tears I 
Could they be falfe ? Did (he not differ with you ? 
For though the king by force pofTefs'd her perfon, 
Her unconfenting heart dwelt ftill with you ; 
If all her former woes were not enough, 
Look on her now; behold her where fhe wanders* 
Hunted to death, diftrefs'd on every fide, 
With no one hand to help ; and tell me then, 
If ever mifery were known like hers ? 

Dum. And can fhe bear it? Can that delicate 
frame 
Endure the beating of a ftorm fb rude ? 
Can fhe, for whom the various feafons chang'd 
To court her appetite and crown her board, 
For whom the foreign vintages were prefs'd, 
For whom the merchant (pread his filken ftores* 

Can fhe ■ — - 

Intreat for bread, and want the needful raiment. 
To wrap her fhiv'ring bofom from the weather ? 
"V^hen fhe was mine, no care came ever nigfy her ;, 
I thought the gentleft breeze that wakes the fpring,, 
Too rough to breathe upon her ; chearfulnefs 
Dane d all the day before her, and at night 
Soft flumbers waited on her downy pillow— * 
Now fad and fhelterlefs, perhaps, fhe lies, 
Where piercing winds blow fharp, and the chill rain< 
Drops from fome pent-houfe on her wretched head,, 
Drenches her locks, and kills her with the cold. 
It is too much Hence with her pail offences, 
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They are aton'dat full — —Why ftay we, then I 
Oh ! let us hafte, jny friend, and find her out 

Bel. Somewhere about this quarter of the town, 
1 hear the poor abandon'd creature lingers ; 
Her guard, tho* fet with ftri&eft watch to keep 
All food and friendfhip from her, yet permit her 
To wander in the Greets, there choofe her bed, 
And reft her head on what cold ftone me pleafes. 

Dum. Here let us then divide ; each in his round 
To fearch her forrows out ; whofe hap it is 
Firft to behold her, this way let him lead 
Her fainting fteps, and meet we here together. 

[ExcunU 

Enter Jane Shore, her hair hanging loofe on herJhouU 
ders> and bare-footed. 

J. Sh. Yet, yet endure, nor murmur, oh, my 
foul ! 
Tor are not thy tranfgreflions great and numberlefs ? 
Do they not cover thee like rifing floods, 
And prefs thee like a weight of waters down ? 
4t Does not the hand of righteoufnefs afflict thee ? 
" And who fhall plead againft it ? Who fhall fay 
*' To pow'r almighty, thou haft done enough ; 
'*' Or bid his dreadful rod of vengeance ftay?" 
Wait then with patience, till the circling hours 
Shall bring the time of thy appointed reft, 
And lay thee down in death. " The hireling thus 
*• With labour drudges out the painful day, 
* And often looks with long expecting eyes 
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« To fee the fhadows rife, and be difmHsM." 
And hark, metfainks the roar that late purfu'd me, 
Sinks like the murmurs cf a falling wind. 
And foftens into filence. Does rerenge 
And malice then grew weary, and fbrfake me ? 
My guard, too, that obferv'd me ftill fo clofc, 
Tire in the taflc of their inhaman office, 
And loiter far behind, Alas ! I faint, 
My fpirits fail at once — This is the door 

Of my Alicia Bleffed opportunity ! 

I'll fteal a little fuccour from her goodnefs, 
Now while no eye obferves me. 

[She knocks at the door. 

Enter a Servant. 

Is your lady, 

My gentle friend, at home ! Oh ! bring me to her. 

[Going hu 

Ser. Hold, miftrefs, whither would you ? 

[Puffing her back* 

J. Sh. Do you not know me ? 

Ser. I know you well, and know my orders, too; 
You muft not enter here 

J. SL Tell my Alicia, 
'Tis I would fee her. 

Ser She is ill at eafe, 
And will admit no \ifitor. 

J. 67;. ^ut tell her 
'Tis 1, her friend, the partner of her heart, 
Wait at the door and beg 
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Ser. 'Tis all in vain, — 
Go hence, and howl to thofe that will regard you. 

[Shuts the door and exit: 

J. Sh. It was not always thus ; the time has been, 
When this unfriendly- door, that bars my paflage, 
Flew wide, and almoft leap'd from off its hinges, 
To give me entrace here ; " when this good houfe 
u Ha3pour'd forth all its dwellers to receive me ;" 
When my approaches made a little holiday, 
And every face was drefe'd in fnriles to meet me: 
But now 'tis otherwife ; and thofe who blefs'd me, 
Now curfe me to my face. Why fhould I wander, 
Stray further on, for I can die ev'n here ? 

[Shejits down at the door* 

Enter Alicia in diforder 9 two Servants following. 

Alic. What wretch art thou, whofe mifery and 
bafenefs 
Hangs on my door ; whofe hateful whine of woe 
Breaks in upon my forrows, and diftra&s 
My jarring fenfes with thy beggar's cry ? 

J. Sh. A very beggar and a wretch, indeed? 
One driven by ftrong calamity to feek v 

For fuccours here ; one perifhing for want, 
Whofe hunger has not tatted food thefe three days ; 
And humbly aiks, for charity's dear fake, 
A draught of water and a little bread. 

Alic. And doft thou come to me, to me for bread ? 
I know thee not — Go — hunt for it abroad, 
W«bere wanton hands uponf the eatth, Yam &»»*£& 
*** 
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Or caft it on the waters — Mark the eagles 
And hungry vulture, where they wind the prey ; 
Watch where the ravens of the valley feed, 
And feek thy food with them — I know thee not. 
J. Sb. And yet there was a time* when my 
Alicia 
Has thought unhappy Shore hef deareft bleffing, 
And mourn 'd the live-long day (he pafs'd without 

me $ 
u When pair'd like turtles, we were ftill together $ 
" When often as we prattled arm in arm," 
Inclining fondly to me (he has fworn, 
She lov d me more than all the world befides. 

Altc. Ha ! fay'ft thou I Let me look upon thee 
« well — 
•Tis true — I know thee now — A mifchief on thee ! 
Thou art that fatal fair, that curfed (he, 
That fet my brain a madding. Thou haft robb'd roe; 
Thou haft undone me — Murder! Oh, myHaftings! 
See his pale bloody head (hoots glaring by me ! 
u Give me him back again, thou foft deluder, 
u Thou beauteous witch." 

J. Si. Alas! I never wrong'd you x 

" Oh 1 then be good to me ; have pity on me ; 
" Thou never knew'ft the bitterpefs of want, 
u And may 'ft thou never know it. Oh ! beftoW 
€t Some poor remain, the voiding of thy table, 
<c A morfel tofupport my famifli'd foul." 
Alic. Avaunt ! and come not near me— • 
J.SL To thy hand 
I tru&ed all ; gave my wVvok ftoxe. *&&&** 
Nor do I a(k it back j a\lovi mttat 
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The fmalkft pittance, give me but to eat, 
Left I fall down and perifh here before thee. 

Alic. Nay ! tell not me ! Where is thy king, thy 
Edward, 
And all the fmiling cringing train of courtiers, 
That bent the knee before thee ? 

J. Sb. Oh ! for mercy ! 

Alic. Mercy ! I know it nob — for I am miferable. 
I'll give thee mifery, for here fhe dwells ; 
This is her houfe, where the fun never dawns, 
The bird of night fits fcreaming o'er the roof, 
G-rim (pe&res fweep along the horrid.glooro, 
And nought is heard but wailings and lamentings. 
Hark ! fomething cracks above ! it fhakes, it tot- 

ters ! 
And fee, the nodding ruin falls to crufh me ! 
'Tis fall'n, 'tis here ! I felt it on my brain 4 

" 1 Ser. This fight diforders her — 

" 2 Ser. Retire, dear lady— 
u And leave this woman" — 

Alic. Let her take my counfel : 
Why fhould'ft thou be a wretch ? Stab, tear thy 

heart, 
And rid thyfelf of this detefted being, 
I wo' not linger long behind thee here. 
A waving flood of Muifh fire fwells o'er me ; 
And now 'tis out, and I am drown'd in blood. 
Ha ! what art thou ! thou horrid headlefs trunk? 
It is my Haftings ! fee he wafts me on ! 
Away ! I go, I fly ! I follow thee ! 
lt But come not thou with mifchicf-mak\tv^Y>£*x>fc| 
JL 
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4t To interpofe between us, look not on him, 
4i Give thy fond arts and thy delufions o'er, 
4< For thou fhalt never, never part us more. 

[She runs off y her Jervdnts following. 
J. Sh. Alas 1 (he raves ; her brain, I fear, is 

turn'd. 
In mercy look upon her, gracious Heav'a, 
Nor vifit her for any wrong te me. 
Sure I am near upon my journey's end ; 
My head runs round, my eyes begin to fail, 
And dancing fhadows fwim before my fight. 
I can no more, [Lies down.] receive me, thou coM 

earth, 
Thou common parent, take me to thy hofom, 
And let me reft with thee. 

Enter Belmour, 

Bel. Upon the ground ! 
Thy miferies can never lay thee lower, 
Look up, thou poor afflicted one ! thou mourner, 
Whom none has comforted ! \fr here are thy friends» 
The dear companions of thy joyful days, 
Whofe hearts thy warm profperity made glad, 
Whofe arms were taught to grow like ivy round thee, 
And bind thee to their bofoms ? Thus with thee, 
Thus let us live, and let us die, they faid, 
4i For fure thou art the filler of our loves, 
** And nothing (hall divide us" — Now where art 
they ? 

J. Sh. Ah, BeUaout t where indeed I They ftani 
aloof, 
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And view my deflation from afar ? 

u When they pafs by, they (hake their heads ift 

(corn, 
u And cry, behold the harlot and her end !" 
And yet thy x goodnefs turns afide to pity me. 
Alas ! there may be danger ; get thee gone ; 
Let me not pull a ruin on thy head. 
Leave me to die alone, for lam fall'n 
Never to rife, and all relief is vain. 

Bel. Yet raife thy drooping head ; for I am come 
To chafe away defpair. Behold ! where yonder 
That honeft man, that faithful, brave Dumont, 
Is hafting to thy aid > 

J. Sb. Dumont! Hal where 1 

[Raifing berfelf, and looking abo«t% 
Then Heav'n has heard my pray'r ; his very name 
Renews the fprings of life, and cheers my foul. 
Has he then 'fcap'd the fnare ? 

Bel. He has ; but fee 

He comes unlike to that Dumont you knew, 
For now he wears your better angel's form, 
And comes to vilit you with peace and pardon. 

Enter Shore. 

J. Sb. Speak, tell me ? Which is he? And ho I 
what would 
This dreadful vifion 1 See it comes upon me- 
lt is my hulband Ah 1 {.thefwoons* 

Sb. She faints ! fupport her ! 
** Suftain her head, while I infufe this co*&a\. 
L 2 



I 
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4< Into her dying lips — from fpicy drugs, 
u Rich herbs and flow'rs, the potent juice is drawn ; 
** With wond'rous force it ftrikes the lazy fpirits, 
€t Drives them around, and wakens life anew." 
Bel. Her weaknefs could not bear the ftrong fur- 
prife. 
But fee, fhe ftirs ! And the returning blood 
Faintly begins to blufh again, and kindle 
Upon her amy cheek 

SL So — gently raife her — LRajfittg her up. 

J.Sh. Ha! What art thou? BelmourJ 

Bel. How fare you, lady ? 

J. SL My heart is thrilPd with horror — 

Bel. Be of courage 

Your hufband liyes 1 'tis he, my worthieft friend— 
I J. SL Still art thou there ! — Still doft thou hover 
round me ! 
Oh, fave me, Belmour, from his angry made 1 
Bel. 'Tis he himfelf !— he lives i look up— 
J. SL 1 dare not ! 
Oh ! that my eyes could (hut him out for ever — 
SL Am I fo hateful, then, fo deadly to thee, 
To blaft thy eyes with horror ? Since I'm grown 
A burthen to the world, myfelf, and thee, 
Wou'd I had ne'er furviv'd to fee thee more. 

y. SL Oh ! thou moft injur'd — doft thou live, in- 
deed ! 
Tall then, ye mountains, on my guilty head ; 
Hide me, ye rocks, within your fecret caverns ; 
Caft thy black veil upon my fhame, O night ! 
Andthidid me with thy fable wings for ever. 
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Si. Why doft thou turn away? Why trembte 

thus? 
Why thus indulge thy fear9 ? and in defpair, 
Abandon thy diffracted foul to horror ? 
Caft every black and guilty thought behind thee, 
And let 'em never vex thy quiet more* 
My arms, my heart, are open to receive thee, 
To bring thee back to thy fbrfaken home, 
With tender joy, with fond forgiving love, 
And all the longings of my firft defires. 

** y. Si. No, arm thy brow with vengeance, and 
appear 
" The minifter of Heaven's inquiring juftice* 
" Array thyfelf all terrible for judgment, 
** Wrath in thy eyes, and thunder in thy voice % 
u Pronounce my fentence, and if yet there be 
44 A woe I have not felt, inflict it on me. 

" Si. The meafure of my forrows is compleat f 
4t And I am come to fnatch thee from injuftice. 
u The hand of pow*r no more mail crufh thy weak* 

nefs,. 
u Nor proud oppreffion grind thy humble foul. 

u J0 Si. Art thou not rifen by miracle froi» 
death ? 
u Thy (hroud is fall'h from off thee, and the grave 
" Was bid to give thee up, that thou might'ft come 
" The mefTenger of grace and goodnefs to *je, 
" To feal my peace, and blefs me e'er I go. 
" Oh ! let me then fall down beneath thy feet 9 
u And weep my gratitude for ever there ; 
" Give me your drops, ye foft defcendm^Taarvv 
u Give me your iireams, ye never-ceafta^ fcprtt^v 
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u That my fad eyes may ftittfupply ray duty, 
u And feed an everlafting flood of forrow. 

$L Wade not thy feeble fpirits — 1 have long 
" Beheld, unknown, thy mourning and repentance ^ 
" Therefore my heart has fet afide the paft, 
" And holds thee white, as unoffending innocence t 
" Therefore in fpite of cruel Glofter's rage, 
" Soon as my friend had broke my prifon doors, 
" I flew to thy amftance." Let us hafte, 
Now while occafion feems to fmile upon us, 
Forfake this place of faame, and find a fhelter. 

J. SL What (hall I fay to you ? But I obey—- 

Sb. Lean on my arm 

J. Sh. Alas S I'm wond'rous faint t 
But that's not ftrange* J have not eat thefe three 
days. 

Sh. Oh, mercilefs 1 " Look here> my love, Fit- 
brought thee 
u Some rich conferves — »— 

" J m SL How can you be fo good ? 
" But you were ever thus. 1 well remember 
" With what fond care, what diligence of love, 
u You lavifh'd out your wealth to buy me ple> 

fures, 
" Preventing every wifh : have you forgot 
" The coftly firing of pearl you brought me home, 

" And tj'd about my neck ? How could I lean 

you ? 

" SL Tafte fome of.this, or this 

" J. SL You're ftrangely alter'd 

" Say, gentle Belraocrc, \*he not ? How pale 
" Yourvifage is become * Xsvn ci***s»Y*&»*\ 
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u Nay, you are wrinkled too— — Alas, the day ! 
" My wretchednefs has coft you many a tear, 
u And many a bitter pang, fince laftwe parted. 

" Sh. No more of that Thou talk'ft, but do'ft: 

not eat. 

" J. Sh. My feeble jaws forget their common of- 
fice, -" 
u My taftelefs tongue cleaves to the clammy roof* 
u And now a gen'rai loathing grows upon me." 
Oh 1 I am fick at heart 1 

Sh. Thou murd'rous forrow ! 
Wo't thou frill drink her blood, purfue her fKU I 
Miift me then die ! Oh, my poor penitent ! 
Speak peace to thy fad heart 1 ihe hears me not ; 
Grief mailers ev'ry fenfe— ^help me to hold her"—— 

Enter Catesby, with a guard* 

Cat. Seize on 'em both, as traitors to the ftate— 

Bel. What means this violence ?— 

[Guards lay hold on Shore and Belmourv 

Cat. Have we not found you, 
In fcorn of the prote&or's flrift command,, 
Aflifting this bafe woman,, and abetting # 

Her infamy ? 

Sh. Infamy on thy head !' 
Thou tool of power, thou pander to authority !' 
I tell thee, knave, thou know'flof none fo virtuous^, 
And (he that bore thee was an -^Ethiop to her. 

Cat. You'll anfwer this at full — Away with 'em. 

Sh. Is charity grown treafon to your court ? 
What hone A man woirld live beneath twcYv \\jtax\\ 
lam content that we ihould die togftxhti— ■ 
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Cat. Convey the men to prifon ; but for her, 
JLeave her to hunt her fortune as fhe may. 

J. Sh. I will not part with him for me!— - 

for me ! 
Oh ! mufl he die for me } 

[Following him as he is carried off*— She fills* 
Sh. Inhuman villains ! [Breaks from the guard:* 

Stand off! The agonies of death are on her 

She pulls, fhe gripes me hard with her cold hand. 
J. Sh* Was this blow wanting to compleat nay 
ruin ! 
Oh ! let him go, ye minifters of terror. 
He (hall offend no more, for I will die, 
And yield obedience to your cruel mafter. 
Tarry a little, but a little longer, 
And take my laft breath with you. 

Sh. Oh, my love ! 
« Why have I liv'd to fee this bitter moment* 
" This grief by far furpaffing all my former ?" 
Why doft thou fix thy dying eyes upon me, 
With fuch an earned, fuch a piteous look, 
As if thy heart were full of fome fad meaning 

Thou could'ft not fpeak ? 

J. Sh. Forgive me ! but forgive me ! 

SL Be witnefs for me, ye celeftial hoft t 
Such mercy and fuch pardon as my foul 
Accords to thee, and begs of Heaven to fhe* 
thee ; 
j May fuch befall me at my lateft hour, 
And make my portion bleft or curft for ever. 
J. Sh. Then all » weAY, *wi I (hall flee^ & 
peace — 
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'is very dark, and I have loft you now— 

r as there not fomething 1 would have bequeathed 

you ? 
at I have nothing left me to beftow, 
othing but one fad figh. Oh ! mercy, Heav'n ! 

[Dies. 
Bel. There fled the foul, 
nd left her load of mifery behind. 
Si, Oh, my heart's treafure ! Is this pale fad vi* 

fage 
11 that remains of thee ? " Are thefe dead eyes 
The light that cheer'd my foul ?" Oh, heavy 

hour ! 
at I will fix my trembling lips to thfne, 
'ill I am cold and fenfelefs quite, as thou art. 

r hat, muft we part, then ? will you 

\To tie guards taking Urn away- 

ire thee well [KjJJtng ier. 

3W execute your tyrant's will, and lead me 
a bonds, or death, 'tis equally indifferent. 
Bel. Let thofe, who view this fad example* 

know, 
hat fate attends the broken marriage vow ; 
id teach their children, in.fucceeding times, 
) common vengeance waits upon thefe crimes, 
hen (iich fevere repentance could not fave 
om want, from fhame, and an untimely grave. 

[Exeunt ornnesi- 
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Ts modejl matrons all, ye virtuosi wives, 

Who lead with horrid hufbands, decent lives ; 

Tou, who, for all you are infuch a taking, 

To fee your fpaufes drinking, gaming, raking, 

Tet make a confidence fiill of cuckold-making ; 

What can we fay your pardon to obtsin ? 

This matter here was prov y d againfi poor Jane : 

She never once deny' d it ; but, injhort, 

Whimper' d— and crfd—" Sweet Sir, Pmforryfor't." 

9 Twos well he met a kind, good-ndtur d foul, 

We are not allfo eafy to control; 

J fancy one might find in this good town, 

Some wou'd ha 9 told the gentleman his own ; 

Have anfwer* d fmart — *' To what do you pretend, 

u Blockhead ? — As if I mujl not fee a friend : 

" ' Tell me of hackney coaches — Jaunts to th' city — 

« Where fhoutd thuy my china ?—Faith Pllfitye"-* 

Our wife was of a milder, meeker Jpirit ; 

Tqu I — lords and mqjlers ! — was not that fome merit * 

Don t you allow it to be virtuous bearing, 

When wefubmit thus to your domineering ? 

Well, peace be with her, Jhe did wrong mofi furely ', 

Butfo do many more who look demurely. 

Nor /hou'd our mourning madam weep alone, 

There are more ways of wickednefs than one. 

If the reforming Jlage Jhould fall to Jhaming 

Ill-nature, pride } hypocrtfy^ and gaming, ; 



EPILOGUE. 



>oets frequently might move compq/Jion, 
vithjbe-tragedies oer-run the nation, 
judge the fair offender with good-nature, 
rt your fellow feeling curb yourfatire. 
, if our neighbours havefome little failing, . 
we needs fall to damning and to railing ?' 
er excufe too, be it underjlood, 
if the woman was not quite fo good, 
wer was a king, jheflejh and blood. 
ncejh y has dearly paid the fitful fcorey, 
d atlajly and pity poor Jane Shore* 
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THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

PHILIP, 

EARL » OF CHESTERFIELD, &e. 

Knight of the Mod Noble Order of the Garter. 

MY LORD, 

A HAT you may be induced to read this dedication 
through, I Jhall begin by ajfuring you, that I do not in- 
tend to fay you one compliment. To praife you is vnne- 
cejfary on all hands ; to your Lord/hip, it is offenjive ; 
and for the public, they do not want to be informed of 
your character : it lives, at prefent, in the mouths of all 
men, and pojlerity will find it in the hi/lory of Europe. 

My defign, my Lord, is to exprefs my own gratitude, 
riot to delineate your merit. 'Twas your Lord/hip Jirft 
took notice of me, in my original obfeurity, whence you 
brought me into life, and havejince continued to encourage 
me by your countenance and favour ; and I cannot help 
confjftng, that I have a kind ofhonefl pride in having it 
known, that your Lordjhip thought me worthy to be 
taken under your proteclion. 

Thefe, my Lord, are the general obligations that I 
owe you, of which 1 have wifhed to raife fome monw 
ment, that may remain as long as m^ name JWl \>c re- 
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numbered; but I have more particular reafons for pre- 
fading you ivitb this tragedy, as it was your Lord/hip 
firft pointed out to me the fubjeS, and when it was 
Juu/bed gave me the firjl ajfur once ofitsfuccefs, by your 
approbation, I could not therefore avoid taking advan- 
tage of this opportunity, to acknowledge, publicly, all 
theft favours % and to affureyou, that lam 

Tour Lord/hip's moft obliged, 
Mofi obedient, and 

Very humble fervent, 

HENRT JONES. 



HENRY JONES. 



Genius is perhaps of no country-— it is alfo attach- 
ed to no condition — Jones was a bricklayer, and 
fome genius, it may be prefumable, there was where 
we know there was no culture. He was born in 
Ireland, where genius is by no means rare. 

When the great Lord Chesterfield went over 
there, as Lord Lieutenant of that kingdom, the ta- 
lents of Jones were recommended to his lordfhip's 
protection, and the confequence was his drawing our 
author over to this country with him, and by his pa- 
tronage endeavouring to promote his inter eft and ad- 
Tance his reputation. 

' . Jones, with the kind afliftance of his patron, had 
completed his tragedy of the Earl of Essex ; and 
upon its performance, he rofe confiderably in public 
eftimation — the play ran twelve nights. And now 
little feemed wanting to complete his future fucccfi 
in life — his mufe and himfelf thus powerfully fupport- 
ed. 

But there appears to be no axiom more fettled in 
the code of human conduct, than that fuccefs inflates 
a mean mind, and lifts it up to arrogance ; that he 
whofe merit atchieves exalted co\mtttftx&t. w& ^x^- 
tcdtioo, foon imagines the benefits iscvgxosaX* ^^ 
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that ability is an univerfal raagnet, which if the hand 
of one man Ihould be fhut> will infallibly open the 
generofity of another. Perhaps where there is pe- 
cuniary prudence this may be fo ; but when there is 
Bot, we know that beggary and wretchednefs are the 
fure attendants of the unhappy felf-deceiver. 

Jones, who had in early life facrificed to vanity* 
grew fturdy and impropriating, and thus, offering 
so more the food expected by the great, the food' 
he expected from them was with-held of courfe.. 
He died, April 1770, in a garret belonging to the 
matter of Bedford CofFee-houfe, upon whofe charity 
he had forae time linger 'd out a miferable cxiftence. 

He left an unfinifhed play called The Cave of 
Jdra — which HifFernan afterwards completed, and; 
brought out under the title of The Heroiae of thft 
Cave, 
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The fate of this unhappy man, fo compounded of 
fiery and ungovernable qualities, has often exercifed 
the dramatic pen. The perfonages and events of the 
reign of our Elizabeth are all fo tinged with ro- 
mantic fiction and romantic paflion, the ardour of en- 
thufiaftic gallantry feems to have fo oddly mingled 
with the cold trickeries of ftate policy — the heart and 
the lips were fo unaccountably at variance, that we 
are not furprifed to find an adoring lover urn out a 
haughty traitor, and a doting queen become a keen 
and an avenging tyrant. 

Such characters, neverthelefs, afford the fineft fub- 
jects for the dramatic mufe, which delights in the 
furprifes of fudden traniition, and enjoys the tempeft 
of wild and' ungovernable emotions. 

It is a peculiar circumftance, that thefe bold and 
original features of character among us, mould have 
caught the confideration of no maflerly writer. 
Jephson and Cumberland, and the fuperior tar 
lents of Walpole, have chofen to invent a fable, or 
build upon an incident taken from a foreign land. 

The prefent play has certainly mat^ ^o^-AW^r 
ties, but they arc in truth fubordmaxc vajfs&ssfc* ^ 
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tragedy. The forcible colouring of ftrong paiEon, 
and the exhibition of the fluctuations of the human 
mind ; the difcriminative peculiarities of character ; 
thefe are the grand objects of the tragic mufe, and the 
ftory before us is as fufceptible of their exertion as 
any we know o£ 



MR. HENRY JONES, 

ON HIS TRAGEDY OF 

THE EARL OF ESSEX. 

As antient heroes are renown'd in fong, 

For refcuing virtue from th* oppreffor's wrong, 

So (hall thy fame, who fnatch'd this well- wrought 

tale 
From dullnefs* gloomy pow'r, o'er time prevail. 

Long had thefe fcenes, wound up with dext'rous 
art, 
Inipite of reafon, gain'd upon the heart ; 
Thaw'd ev'ry frozen fountain of the eye, 
We wept, 'till even Sorrow's feif was dry ; 
Yet judgment fcorn'd what paffion had approv'd, 
And the head wonder'd how the heart was mov'd. 
But, with a fate revers'd, thy work fhall boaft, 
That foundeft judgments fhall admire it moil. 
Cloath'd in the eafy grandeur of thy lines , 
The ftory brightens, as the diction mines. 
Renew'd with vigour as in age 'tis grown, 
The wond'ring fcene fees beauties not its own. 

Thus, worn with years, in Afric's fultry vales, 
The crefted fnake fnifts off his urniiVd fcales ; 
Affumes frcQi /xvut/es, brighter than the o\&> 
Of changing colours intermixed with £o\& \ 
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Ol7R\defp 9 rate bard a bold cxcurfton tries* 
Tho* danger damped his wings, he dardto rife : 
From hope, high raised, all glorious aftions fpring\ 
'Tis hence that heroes conquer, poets Jing. 
Even he may feel the foul-exalting fire. 
Fame prompts the humble/2 bofom to ajpire. 

Without a guide this rajh attempt he made, 
Without a the from art, or learning's aid. 
He takes a theme where tend f re/l paffions glow, 
A theme, your grand/ires felt withpleaftng woe* 
EJfex* fad tale heflrives to clothe anew, 
And hopes to place it in ajlronger view* 

Poets, like painters, may* by equal law, 
% The labour *d piece from different majlers draw; 
Perhaps improve the plan, add fire and grace, 
Andjlrihe th' impaffion d foul through all the face* 
How far our author hasfecur'da claim 
To this exalted palm, this wifhi* d-for fame, 
Tour generous fentiments will foon declare : 
Humanity is ever prone to fpare. 
ft Twere bafenefs then your candour to diflrujl / 
A Britifh audience, , will at leqft, bejitft. 
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4 flattering truth he fearful muft confefs, 
fanguine friends made promife offuccefs ; 
thaty he fears 9 their ardent wi/hes wrought^ 
ce partial favour feldom fees a fault, 
m hear , Me patient friends y this Jirft ejfay 9 
next Jhall thank you in a noblet way* 
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EARL OF ESSEX. 



ACT L SCENE L 



J9n Antechamber in the Palace. Enter Burleigh and 
Raleigh. 

Burleigh. 

The bill, at length, has pafs'd oppofing numbers, 
^hilft crowds feditious clamour'd round the fenate, 
aAnd'Tieadlong faction urg'd its force within. 

RaL It has, my lord. — The wifh'd-for day is 
come, 
Vfhen this proud idol of the people's hearts 
Shall now no more be worihippM. — EfTex falls. 
^fy lor^, th: minute's near that fliall unravel 
The myftic fchemes of this afpiring man. 
Now fortune, with officious hand, invites us 
To her* and opens wide the gates of greatnefs, 
M 2 
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The way to power. My heart exults ; I fee, 
I fee, my lord, our utmoft with accompliuYd ! 
I fee great Cecil fhine without a rival, 
And England blefs him as her guardian faint. 
Such potent inftruments I have prepar'd, 
As (hall, with fpeed, o'erturn this hated man. 
And dafh him down, by proof invincible. 

Bur. His day of glory now is fet in night, 
And all my anxious hopes, at laft, are crown'd. 
Thofe proofs againft him, -Rdeigh— 

Ral. All arrived. 

Bur. Arrived ! bow ? when ? 

Ral. This very hour, my lord,: 
Nay more, a perfon comes, of high diftin&ioo, 
To prove fome fecret treaties made by Effex, 
With Scotland's monarch, and the proud Tyrone* 

Bur. How fay 'ft ? to prove 'em ? 

-Rah Ay, my lord, andback'd' 4 ' 
With circumftances ofaftronger nature. 
It now appears, his fecretary Cuff, 
With Blunt and Lee, were deep concern 'd in this 
Deftructive fcheme, contriv'd to raife this lord, 
-And ruin Cecil. O, it is a fubtile, 
A deep-laid mifchief, by the earl contriy'd, 
In hour malignant, to o'erturn the ftate, 
And (horror to conceive i) dethrone the queen. 

Bur. Thefe gladfome tidings fly beyond my hopes^ 
The queen will liften now, will now believe, 
And truft the counfel of her faithful Burleigh. 
** Let this moft lucky circumftance be kept 

A fecret ftill from ^\taY\c o\fer^<*&,,— M 
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Difpofe 'em well, till kind occafion calls 
Their office forth, lefiVprying craft mean while 
May tamper with their thoughts, and change their 

minds : 
Let them, like batteries concealed, appear 
At once, both to fjrprife and to deftroy. 

RaL This fudden fhock, my k)rd, this weighty 
ftroke, 
Muft prefs him headlong down to deep dcftru&ion i 
Indignant fate marks out this dreaded man t 
And fortune now has left him. 

Bur. Thank the changeling ; 
His fervile faction foon will ftand aghaft, 
And fink, at diftance, from his threat'ning fall. 

RaL His headilrong friend, the bold Southampton - 
too, 
Now finds his ra(h endeavours all defeated ; 
And ftorms at thee and the impeaching commons. 
Bur. Let him rave on, and rage. — The lion in 
The toils' entangled, waftes his ftrength, and roars 
In vain ; his efforts but amufe me now. — 

" RaL What triumphs in my foul fhall reign, to 
fee 
" This fanguine and o'erbearing man brought down. 
M Beneath, my envy ; nay, below my fcorn. 
w How. young ambition fwells my rifing hopes ! 
** "lis Heaven, O Cecil, calls thro' England's; 

voice, 
«* Andjuftice, bending from above, invites us. ,r 
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Enter Gentleman. 

Gent. My lord, the lady Nottingham defircs, 
With much impatience, to attend your lordfhi p. 

Bur. What may the purport of her bus'nefs be ? 
Her tender wifhes are to EfTex ty'd 
In love's foft fetters and endearing bands : 
" For him, each melting thought awakes defire, 
" And all her foul is lavifh'd on that lord, — 
" This unexpected vifit much furprifes me ! 
u What can it mean ? She would not come to pry 
" And pick out tales for EfTex* car ! — Why lei 

her; 
" I'm arm'd fecure againft her arts and cunning. 
" Befidcs, her errand comes too late ; for now 
" Her minion's doomed to fall." — Conduct her in. 

[.Eat/7 Gent. 
And you, my Raleigh, watch Southampton's fteps ; 
With care obferve each movement of his friends; 
That no advantage on that fide be loft. [Exit RaL 
" Southampton's EfTex' fecond felf; he (hares 
" His headlong councils, and adopts his fchemes; 
" His daring heart, and bold, ungovern'd tongue* 
" Are both enlifled in the ram. defigns 
" Of this proud lord, nor knows a will but his : 
« A limb fo fix'd muft with the body fall." 

Enter Lady Nottingham. 

Not. Thrice hail to refcu'd England's guiding p* 
nius! 
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His country's guardian, and his queen's defence. 
Great Burleigh, thou whofe patriot bofom beats 
With Albion *s glory and Eliza's fame ; 
Who fhfeld'fl her perfon, and fupport'ft her throne j 
For thee, what fervent thanks, what offer'd vows> 
Do proftrate millions pay ! 

Bur. Bright excellence, 
This fair applaufe too highly over-rates, 
Too much extols, the low deferts of Cecil. 

Not. What praifes are too high for patriot-worthy 
Or what applaufe exceeds the price of virtue ? 
My lord, conviction has at laft fubdu'd me, 
And I am honour's profelyte : — too long 
My erring heart purfued the ways of faction * 
1 own myfclf t' have been your bitt'reft foe, 
And join'd with Eftcx in each foul attempt 
To blaft your honour, and traduce your fame. 

Bur. Tho' ne'er my wifhing heart cbuld call voir 
friend, 
Yet honour and efteem I always bore you ; 
And never meant, but with refpecT: to ferve you. 
*' It grieves me, madam, to have thus offended, 
u Where moft my wifhes labour'd to oblige. 

" Not. I know your honour and your virtue* 
well ; 
" Your public plans, defign'd for England's good, 
" And all your private merit's weight. But, Oh> 
" How blind is reafon in the maze of paffion ! 
" I fought your nun, labour'd for your fall. 
" But, if repentance may atone for guilt, . 
" Or felf-reproach for fharpcft penance nafs* 
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" No mortal breaft e'er felt more woe than mine, 
" And Burleigh now may rank me for his friend. 

" Bun That fuch a worth of foiil fhould t* 
abus'd ! 
" Could I accufe my heart but of a thought 
" To do you wrong ; if any purpofe ever 
" Againft your welfare in my foul arife, 
" That look'd with malice on your mining merit* 
" Your matchlefs beauty, or your brighter virtues* 
*' Then let me live defpis'd, a proverb made 
" To ev'ry paffing flave ; nay more, the fcorn 
" And trampled footftool of the man 1 hate. ,, 

Not. It is enough, my lord, I know it well, 
And feel rekindling virtue warm my breaft j 
Honour and gratitude their force refume 
Within my heart, and every wifh is yours-. 
O Cecil, Cecil, what a foe haft thou, 
A deadly foe, whilft hated EfTex lives ! 

Bur. 1 know it well, but can affign no caufe. 

Not. Ambition's reillefs hand has wound ha 
thoughts 
Too high for England's welfare ; nay, the queeft 
Scarce fits in fafetyon her throne, while he, 
TrT audacious Eflex, freely treads at large, 
And breathes the common air. Ambition is 
The only god he ferves, to whom he'd facrifice 
His honour, country, friends, and every tie 
Of truth, and bond of nature; nay, his love. 

Bur. "I find this bus'nefs work as I would hare 
it. [Afide* 

The man that in his public duty fails, 
On private virtue will d\fda.m£\A usad* 
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As fteps to raife him to fome higher purpofe : 
In vain each fofter wi(h would plead with him,. 
No tender movement in his foul prevails, 
And mighty love, who rules all nature elfe, 
Muft follow here in proud ambition's train. 

Not. Pronounce it not, my foul abhors the found, 

Like death. Oh, Cecil, will you kindly lend 

Some pity to a wretch like me ? 

Bur. Command, 
Madam ; my power and will are yours. u I feel 
u Your wrongs, 1 feel the bafe returns" you've met 
" From this ungrateful and difloyal man, 
" Tho' oft your goodnefs fcrcen'd him from re* 

proof. 
" Believe me worthy to partake your grievance, 
" Accept my fervice, and employ my power." 

Not. Will Cecil's friendly ear vouchfafe to bend 
Its great attention to a woman's wrongs, 
Whofe pride and fhame, refentment and defpair, 
Rife up in raging anarchy at once, 
To tear with ceafelefs pangs my tortur'd foul ? 
Words are unequal to the woes I feel, 
And language leffens what my heart endures. 
Paflion repuls'd with fcorn, and proud difdain, . 
Recoils indignant on my fhrinking foul, 
Beats back my vital fprings, and crufhes life. 

Bur. Madam, your wrongs, I mufl confefs, are 
great ; 
Yet ftill, T fear, you know not half his falfehood. 
" Who, that had eyes to look on beauty ; who, 
** That had a fieart to feel that beauty's ^onnw^ 
M 3 
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Who, but the falfe, perfidious EfTex, could 
Prefer to Nottingham a Rutland's charms ? 
Start not — By Heav'n, I tell you nought but truths 
What I can prore, paft doubt ; that he receiv'd 
The lady Rutland's hand, in facred wedlock, 
The very night before his felting out 
For Ireland. 

Not. Oh, may quick deftru&ion feize 'em I' 
May furies blaft, and hell deftroy their peace ! 
M ay all their nights 

Bur. I pray, have patience, madam, 
Reft rain awhile your rage ; curfes are vain, 
But there's a furer method to deftroy him ; 
And if you'll join with me, 'tis done : he falls. 

Not. Ha ! fay'ft thou, Burleigh ! Speak, my ge- 
nius, fpeak ; 
Be quick as vengeance' felf to tell me how. 

Bur. You muft have heard the commons have in* 
peach'd him, 
And we have proofs fufficient for his ruin. 
But the queen — you know how fair he ftands 
In her efteem ; and Rutland too, his wife, 
Hath full pofleflion of the royal ear. 
What then avail impeachments, or the law's 
Severeft condemnation, while the queen 
May fnatch him from the uplifted hand of juftice ? 
Here, then, my Nottingham, begins thy talk : 
Try ev'ry art t' incenfe the queen againft him, 
Then ftep between her and the lady Rutland, 
cc Let not her fondnefs find the leaft accefs 
" To the queen's heart to counterwork our pur* 
pofe." 
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)bferve Southampton too, with jealous eye ; 
revent, as much as poffible, his fuit : 
or well I know he will not fail to try 
lis eloquence on the behalf of Eflex. 

Not. It fhall be done ; his doom is fix*d ; he dies* 
)h, 'twas a precious thought ! I never knew 
►uch heart-felt fatisfaclion ! EfTex dies, 
^nd Rutland, in her turn, (hall learn to weep. 
The time is precious ; I'll about it ftrait. 
?ome, vengeance, come, affift me now to breathe 
Thy venom'd fpirit in the royal ear. [Exit NoU 

Bur. There fpoke the very genius of the fex. 
\ difappointed woman fets no bounds 
To her revenge. Her temper's form'd to ferve me» 

Enter Raleigh. 

Rah The lord Southampton, with ungovern'd 
rage, 
lefents aloud his difappointed meafures. 
' met him in the outward court ; he feeks 
!n haffce your lordfhip, and, forgetting forms, 
?urfues me hither, arid demands to fee you. 
Bur. Raleigh, 'tis well — Withdraw— Attend the 
queen. 
Leave me to deal with this overbearing man. 

[Exit Raleigh* 

Enter Southampton. 

South. Where is the man, whonv wtua cdtaV^* 
friend i 
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I give you joy, my lord ! — Your quenchlefs fury 
At length prevails, — and now your malice triumphs. 
You've hunted honour to the toil of faction, 
And view his ftruggles with malicious joy. 

Bur. What means my lord ? 

South Oh, fraud ! (hall vaKant Eflex 
Be made a facrifice to your ambition ! 
Oh, it fmells foul indeed, of ranked malice, 
And the vile ftatefman's craft. You dare not fure 
Thus bid defiance to each (hew of worth, 
Each claim of honour : dare not injure thus 
Your fuffering country in her braved fon ! 

Bur. But why mould ftern reproach her angry 
brow 
Let fall on me ? Ami alone the caufe 
That gives this working humour ftaength ? Do I 
Inftrucl the public voice to warp his actions ? 
Juflice, untaught, (hall poife th* impartial fcales, 
And every curious eye may mark the beam. 

South. The fpecious fhield, which private malice 
bears, 
Is ever blazon'd with fome public good ; 
Behind that artful fence, fculklow, conceal'd 
The bloody purpofe, and the poifbn'd (haft ;. 
Ambition there, and envy nettle clofe ; 
From whence they take their fatal aim unfeen ; 
And-honeft merit is the deftin'd mark* 

Bur. " Your warm diilemper'd zeal puts raihly 

u The cool directing hand of wholefome reaion» '-.!..' 

" No imputation foul (hall reft on me j - %;-i / . 

u My honeft purpofes <kfy *W<V . '*'•:■ 
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" The flander-fpreading tongue of bufy faction* 

" To caffc its venom on my fair report, 

u Or tell pofterity, thus Cecil did." 

My country's welfare, and my queen's command, 

Have ever been my guiding ftars through life, 

My fure direction ftill. — To thefe I now 

Appeal ; — from thefe, no doubt, this lord's miicoa- 

ducl 
Hath widely ftray'd ; and reafon, not reviling, 
Muft now befriend his caufe. 

South. How ill had Providence 
Difpos'd the fuffering world's oppreft affairs, 
Had facred right's eternal rule been left 
To crafty politicians' partial fway I 
Then power and pride would flretch th' enormous 

grafp, 
And call their arbitrary portion, juftice : 
Ambition's arm, by av 'rice urg'd, would pluck * 
The core of honefty from virtue's heart, 
And plant deceit and rancour in its ftead : 
Falfehood would trample then on truth and honour, 
And envy poifon fweet benevolence. 
Oh, 'tis a goodly group of attributes, 
And well befits fome flatefman's righteous rule ! 
Out, out upon fuch bafe and bloody doings ! 
The term of being is not worth the fin j 
No human bofom can indure its dart. 
Then put this cruel purpofe from thee far, 
Nor let the blood of EfTex whelm thy foul. 

Bur. Tis well, my lord ! your words no comment 

need j 
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M No doobe, they've well cxpbm'd yocr bond!: 

meaning ; 
a T'u clear and fuIL — To ports, like yours, discre- 
tion 
M Would be a clog, and caution but incumbrance. 9 
Yet mark me well, ray lord, the clinging iry 
With th' oak may rile, bat with k too Draft talL 
Sautb. Thy empty threats, ambitious man, hurt 
not 
The bread of troth. Fair innocence, and faith, 
Thofe Grangers to thy pra&is'd heart, (hall (hield 
My honour, and preferve my friend. — In vain, 
Thy malice, with unequal arm, (hall drive 
To tear the applauded wreath from Effex' brow \ 
His honed laurel, held aloft by fame, 
" Above thy blading reach, (hall fafely flourim,"" 
Shall bloom immortal to the lateft times ; 
Whild thou, amidft thy tangling fnares involv'd, 
Shalt (ink confounded, and unpitied fall. 

Bur. Rail on, proud lord, and give thy chokr 
vent: 
It waftcs itfelf in vain ; the queen (hall judge 
Between us in this warm debate. To her 
I now repair ; and in her royal prefence 
You may approve your innocence and faith. 
Perhaps you'll meet me there — Till then, farewelf. 

\Ex\L 
South, Confufion wait thy fteps, thou cruel moft* 
fter \ % 

My noble and illudrious friend betray'd, 
By crafty fa&ion and tyrannic power, 

\ 
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His (inking trophies, and his falling fame, 

Opprefs my very foul. I'll to the queen, 

Lay all their envy open to her view, 

Confront their malice, and preferve my friend. [Exit. 

The Queen dtfcover* d, fitting on her throne. Raleigh^ 
Lords and Attendants, * 

£>u. Without confulting me ! prefumptuous man ! 
Who governs here ? — What ! am not 1 your queen ? 
You dar'd not, were he prefent, take this ftep. 

Ral. Dread fovereign, your ever faithful com- 
mons 
Have, in their gratitude and love for you, 
Preferr'd this falutary bill againft him. 

Enter Burleigh. 

S>u. You, my lord Burleigh, muft have known of 
this. 
The commons here impeach the Earl of EfTex 
Of pradUfing againft the ftate and me. 
Methinks I might be trufted with the fecret. 
Speak, for I know it well, 'twas thy contrivance. 
Ha ! was it not ? You dare not fay it was not. 

Eur. I own my judgment did concur with theirs. 
His crimes, 1 fear, will juftify the charge, 
And vindicate their loyalty and mine. 

§>u. Ha ! tell not me your fmooth deceitful fto- 
ry! 
I know your projetfs, and your clofe cafcrak. 
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You'd turri my favour into party feuds, 
And ufe my fceptre as the rod of faction : 
But Henry's daughter clajms a nobler foul. 
I'll nurfe no party, but will reign o'er all, 
And my fole rule (hall be to blefs my people : 
Who ferves them beft has ftill my higheft favour : 
This Eflex ever did. 

Enter Southampton. 

Behold, Southampton, 
What abafe portrait's here ! The faithful Eflex 
Here drawn at large aflbciating with rebels, 
To fpoil hi9 country and dethrone his queen. 

South. It is not like. — By Heav'n the hand of 
envy 
Drew thefe falfe lines, diftorted far from truth 
And honour, and unlike my noble friend 
As light to (hade, or hell to higheft heav'n. 
Then- fuffer not, thou beft of queens, this lord, 
This valiant lord, to fall a iacrifice 
To treachery and bafe defigns ; who now 
Engages death in all his horrid fhapes, 
Amidft a hardy race, inur'd to danger ; 
But let bim face to face> this charge encounter,. 
And every falfhood, like his foes, mail fly. 

4>». To me you feem to recommend ftrid jui* 
tice, 
Id all her pomp of power T But are you fure 
No fubtle vice conceal'd aflumes her garb ? 
Take heed, that malic* <tot* rot wear, the mafk* 
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Nor envy deck her in the borrowed guife. 

" Rancour has often darken'd reafon's eye, 

" And judgment winks, when paflion holds the 

fcale." 
Impeach the very man to whom I owe 
My brighteft rays of glory ! Look to it, lords, 
Take care, be cautious on what ground you tread ; 
Let honeft means alone fecure your footing. 
Raleigh and you withdraw, and wait our leifure. 

[Exeunt Raleigh and South. 
Lord Burleigh', ftay ; we muft with you have far- 
ther 
Conference. — I fee this bafe contrivance plain. 
Your jealoufy and pride, your envy of 
His mining merit, brought this bill to light. 
But mark me, as you prize our high regard 
And favour, I command you to fupprefs it $ 
Let not our name and power be embarrafs'd 
In your perplexing fchemes. 'Twas you began, 
And therefore you muft end it. 

Bur. I obey. 
Yet humbly would intreat you to confider 
How new, unpopular, this ftep muft be^ 
To ftand between your parliament's enquiry 
And this offending lord.— We have fuch proofs— 

Qui Referve your proofs to a. more proper feafon* 
And let them then appear. But once again 
We charge you, on your duty and allegiance, 
To flop this vile proceeding ; and to wait 
Till EfTex can defend himfelf in perfon. 
Jf then your accufations are of force,' 
Thchwss and my confent, no dou\ft, wtoy,^. 
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He has my ft ri<5t command, with menace mix'd, 
To end efT dually this hated war, 
Ere he profumc to quit the Irifh coaft. 

Bur. Madam, my duty now compels me to— 
£>u. No mare I fee that my orders be obey'd. 

[Exit Bur. 
EflTex a traitor ! — it can never be — 
His grateful and his honeft foul difdains it»— - 
I know him hot, ambitious, ram, impatient; 
But then he's firmly anchor d in his duty : 
Tho* ftormy paflious tofs him to and fro. 
Can he prove falfe ? fo high advanc'd, fo hanour'd* 
So near my favour — and — I fear fo near 
My heart i — Impoflible. — This Burleigh hates him*, 
And, his rival, therefore would deftroyiiim ; 
But he (hall find his narrow fchemes defeated* 
In vain their fraudful efforts (hall combine 
To make my fettled foul, my firm defign ; 
Refolv'd to lift bright virtue's palm on high* 
Support her grandeur, and her foes defy. . [Exit* 



AcriL SCENE r. 

Enter Burleigh and Raleigh* 

Burleigh* 

Essex arriv'd ! Confufion to my hopes ! 
His prefence vriU defcro^ m*m^i8&&<ag&«aur 
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much fufpect he had forae private notice, 
'erhaps, a punctual order, to return, 
le lurks too near her heart. — What's to be done ? 
Prepare the witnefTes with fpeed ; apprize 
The lady Nottingham. — Southampton's pride, 
And Rutland's too, will lift the creft again. 
: But fly, my Raleigh, fend me Nottingham, 

" [Exit Raleigh. 
: We muffc alarm the queen with new commotions 
1 In many parts of her dominions rais'd : 
1 All thi3, and more, mull now be pafs'd for truth* 
' This fudden blow has ftruck me to the foul ; 
' 'Tis gone too far, he dies — proud EfTex now, 
1 Or Cecil falls." Now is th' important crifis— 
£eep up thy ufual ftrength ; my better genius, 
Direct my fteps to crufh my mortal foe. 

Enter Qu e e n and R a l e i g h. 

$ht. It cannot be ! Return'd without my leave ! 
Aigainft my ftrict command ! —Impoffible ! 

Ral. Madam, the earl is now at court, and begs ' 
kn audience of your majefty. 

J^w. Amazing! 
What ! break his truft ! defert his high command, 
Forfake his poft, anddifobcy his queen ! 
Tis falfe — invented all. — You wifh it fo. 

Bur. Madam, I wifh fome other rumours falfe : 
Reports, I fear, of great concern to you. 

<%u. What rumours I what reports ? your frowa 
would much 
Denote: your pre face feems impottaift* — ^e&u 



Of fudden rifings, near the banis of Tweed I 
'Tis thought, to favour an attempt from Scotland, 
Mean while, Tyrone embarks fix thoufand mea 
To land at Milford, and to march where Eflex, 
Shall join them with his friends. 

£>u. In league with James ! 
And plotting with Tyrone ! It cannot be. 
His very pride difdains fuch perfidy. 
But is not EfTex here without my leave ! 
Againll my ftricl command ! that, that's rebellk 
The reft, if true, orfalfe, it matters not. 
What's to be done ? — admit him to myprefencei 
No, no — my dignity, my pride forbid it. 
Ungrateful man, approach me not ; rife, rife, 
Refcntment, and fupport my foul ! Difdain,. 
.Do thou affift me — Yes, it (hall be fo. 

Bur. I fee (he mufes deep; her mind works 
wards, 

AnH naints its flrnoolino *»#nrt« in h*»r far* 
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Enter Southampton. 

South* [Kneeling.] Permit me, madam, to approach 
you thus ; 
Thus lowly to prefent the humble fuit 
Of the much injur'd, faithful Earl of Effex, 
Who dares not, unpermitted, meet your prefence* 
He begs, moft gracious queen, to fall before 
Your royal feet, to clear him to his fovereign, 
' Whom, next to Heav'n, he wifhes moft to pleafc. 
Let faction load him with her labouring hand, 
His innocence mail rife againft the weight, 
If but his gracious miftrefs deign to fmile. 

4J«. Let him appear. [Exit South. 

Now to thy trying tafk, 

My foul ! Put forth, exert thy utmoft ftrength* 
Nor let an injur'd queen be tame. — Lie ftill, 
My heart, I cannot liften to thee now. 

Enter Essex and South am pton. 

Effex. Forgive, thou injur'd majefty, thou beft 
Of queens, this feeming difobedience. See, 
.£ bend fubmiffive in. your royal prefence, 
With foul as penitent, as if before 
Th* all-fearchirjg eye of Heav'n. But, oh, that 

frown ! 
My queen's refentment wounds my inmoft fpirit, 
Strikes me, like death, and pierces through my 

heart. 
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Qu. You have obey'd, my lord! you've fenr'd me 
well ! 
My deadly foes are quell'd ! and you come home 
A conqueror ! your country bids you welcome ! 

And 1, your queen, applaud ! Triumphant 

man ! 
What ! is it thus that EiTex gains his laurels ? 
What ! is it thus you've borne my high commiffion i 
How durft you difregard your trufted duty, 
Defett your province, and betray your queen ? 

Effex. I came to clear my injur'd name from guilt, 
Imputed guilt, and flanderous accufations. 
My fhame was wafted in each palling gale, 
Each fwelling tide came loaded with my wrongs ; 
And echo founded forth, from faction's voice, 
The traitor EfTex. — Was'tjiot hard, my queen, 
That while 1 flood in danger's dreadful front, 
Encountering death in every fhape of terror, 

And bleeding for my country ? V\ ast not hard, 

My mortal enemies at home, like cowards, 
Shou'd in my ablence bafely blaft my fame ? 

£>u. It is the godlike attribute of kings 
To raife the virtuous and protect the brave. 
I was the guardian of your reputation, 
What malice, or what fa&ien, then could reack' 

you ? 
My honour was expos "d, engag'd for yours : 
But you found reafon to difiike my care, 
And to yourfelf aflum'd the wrefted office. 

FJfesc. If aught difloyal in this bofom dwells, 
If aught of treafon lodges \tv \\\\* Yv^rt., 
^ May 1 to guilt and \aft\n& ft^vc^ >os, ^&&*A> 
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The (port of faction, and the mark offcorn, 
The world's deriflon, and my queen's abhorrence, 
Stand forth the villain, whofe invenom'd tongue 
Would taint my honour and traduce my name, 
Or ftamp my conduct with a rebel's brand ! 
Lives there a monfter in the haunts of men, 
Dares tear my trophies from their pillar'd bafe, 
Eclipfe my glory, and difgrace my deeds ? 

£>u. This ardent language, and this glow of foul, 
Were noblv graceful in a better caufe ; 
Where virtue warrants, and where truth infpires : 
But injur d tiuth, with brow invincible, 
Frowns Hern reproof upon the falfe alTertion, 
And contradicts it with the force of facts. 
From me you have appeal'd, ungrateful man ; 
The laws, not I, mull liften to your plea. 
Go, ftand the tell fevere, abide the trial, 
And mourn, too late, the bounty you abus'd. 

[Exeunt Queen, Southampton, &fr» 
EJJcx* Is this the juft requital, then, of all 
My patriot-toils and oft-encounter'd perils, 
Amidll th* inclemencies of camps and climes ? 

Then be it fo. Unmov'd and dauntlefs, let 

me 
This fhock of adverfe fortune firmly {land. 
But yet, methinks, 'tis fomewhat fudden too ! 
My greatnefs, now depriv'd of each fupport, 
Which bore fo long its envy'd weight aloft, 
Muit quick to ruin fall, and crulh my hopes. 
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Enter Southampton. 

South. Alas, my lord ! the queen's difpleafure kin- 
dies 
With warmth increafing ; whilft Lord Burleigh la- 
bours 
T* inflame her wrath, and make it frill burn fiercer. 
EJfex. I fcorn the blaze of courts, the pomp ef 
kings 5 
I give them to the winds, and lighter vanity ; 
Too long they've robb'd me of fubftantial blifs, 
Of folid happinefs and true enjoyments. 
But lead me to my mourning love ; alas ! 
She finks beneath opprefling ills ; fhe fades, 
She dies for my afflicting pangs, and fedcs 

Me, forrowing, in the walks of woe. Diftracti* 

on! 
Oh, lead me to her, to my foul's de'iire. 

South. Let caution guide you in this dangerous 
ftep. 
Confider well, my lord, the confequence — 
For mould the queen (forbid it Heaven !) difcover 
Your private loves, your plighted hands, no po\^ef 
On earth could ftep between you and deftruction. 
" Lock up this fecretfrom the prying world." 

Enter Burleigh. 

Bur. My lord of EfTex, 'tis the queers com* 
mand, 
That you forthwith refiga ^ovk ft»S <& qISk* \ 
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And further, fhe confines you to your palace. 

EJfex. Welcome, my fate. Let fortune do her ut- 
moft ; 
L know thcworft, and will confront her malice, 
\nd bravely bear the unexpected blow. 

Bur. The queen, my lord, demands your quick 
compliance. 

EJfex. Go, then, thou gladfome mefTengef of ill, 
\nd, joyful, feaft thy fierce rapacious foul 
With EfTex* fudden and accomplifh'd fall. 
The trampled corfe of all his envy'd greatnefs, 
Lies proftrate now beneath thy favage feet ; 
But ftill th* exalted fpirit mounts above thee. 
Go, tell the queen thy own detefted ffcory : 
Full in her fight <iifclofe the fnaky labyrinths 
And lurking fnaresyou plant in virtue's path, 
To catch integrity's unguarded ftep. v 

Bur. How ill repaid are public toils and cares, 
li Where active honefty, with ftation join'd, 
lt Incurs but calumny and foul reproach V 9 
Your country has impeach'd, your queen accus'd 

you; 
To thefe addrefs your beft defence, and clear 
ifour queftion'd conduct from difloyal guilt. . 
What anfwer to the queen fhall 1 return ? 

EJfex. My ftaff of office I from her received, 
And will to her, and her alone, refign it. 

Bur. This bold refufal will incenfe the queen. 
This arrogance will make your guilt the ftrooger. 

LExit. 

■South. Suftaih, my noble friend, thy wonted $fs»fc- 
ne/i; 

N 
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Collect thy fortitude, and furamon all 
Thy foul, to bear with ftrength this crufhing weig 
Which falls ferere upon thee ; whilft my friendfhi] 
Shall lend a helping hand, and (hare the burthen. 
I'll hence with fpeed, and to the queen repair, 
And all the power of warmeft words employ, 
To gain you yet one audience more, and bring 
Her majefty to milder thoughts. Farewell. [Ex 
EJfex, As newly wak'd from all my dreams of gl 

Thofe gilded vifions of deceitful joys, 
I ftand confounded at the unlook'd-for change, 
And fcarcely feel this thunder-boit of fate. 
The painted clouds, which bore my hopes aloft, 
Alas, are now vanifh'd to yielding air, 

And I am fall'n indeed ! 

How weak is reafon, when affection pleads ! 
How hard to turn the fond, deluded heart 
From flattering toys, which footh'd its vanity! 
: The laurell'd trophy, and the loud applaufe, 
The victor's triumph, and the people's gaze ; 
The high-hung banner, and recording gold, 
Subdue me ftill, ftill cling aroud my heart, 
And pull my reafon down. 

Enter Rutland. 

Rut. Oh, let me fly 
"To clafp, embrace, the lord of my defires, 
My foul's delight, my utmoftjoy, my hufband ! 
I feel once more h\s px&n^taCwktaat \ 
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Once more 1 hold him in my eager arms, 
Behold his face, and lofe my foul in rapture. 

EJfcx. Tranlporting blifs ! my richeft, deareft trea- 
fure ! 
My mourning turtle, my long abfent peace. 
Oh, come yet nearer, nearer to my heart ! 
My raptur'd foul fprings forward to receive thee : 
Thou Heav'n on earth, thou balm of all my woe ! 

Rut. O, (hall I credit then each ravifh'd fenfe ; 
Fias pitying Heav'n confented to my prayer ? 
[t has, it has ; my Eflex is return'd ! 
But language poorly (peaks the joys I feel ; 
Let paffion paint, and looks exprefs my foul. 

EJfex. With thee, my fweeteft comfort, I'll re- 
tire 
?rom (plendid palaces, and glittering throngs* 
To live embofom'd in the (hades of joy, 
Where fweet content extends her friendly arms, 
\nd gives encreafing love a lading welcome, 
Vith thee, I'll timely fly from proud oppreflion, 
Forget .our forrows, and be blefs'd for ever. 

Rut. O, let us hence, beyond the reach of pqw* 
er; 
Vhere fortune's hand (hall never part us more, 
n this calm ftate of innocence and joy,' 
'11 prefs thee to my throbbing bofom clofc. 
imbition's voice (hall call in vain ; the world, 
"he thanklefs world, (hall never claim thee more, 
ind all thy bufinefs fliall be love and me. 
E/fex. The queen, incens'd at my return, aban« 
dons me 

N z 
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To Cecil's malice, and the rage of faction. 
I'm now no more the fav'rite chBd of fortune .: 
My enemies have caught me in the toil, 
And life has nothing worth my wifh, but thee^ 
Rut. Delufive dream of fancied happinefs ! 
And has my fatal fondnefs then deftroy'd thee? 
Oh, have I lur'd thee to the deadly ihare 
Thy cruel foes have laid ? " Oh, have I put 
4t Thy life in peril ? My officious tears 
- 41 Would needs inform thee of their wicked 

fchemes." 
I dreaded Cecil's malice, and my heart, 
Longing to fee thee, with impatience liften'd 
To its own alarms ; and prudence funk beneath 
The force of love. 

EJfex. Forbear, my only comfort? 
Oh, tell me not of danger, death, and Burleigh; 
X#et every ftar fhed down its mortal bane 
On my un/helter'd head : whilft thus I fold 
Thee in my raptur'd arms ; 1*11 brave them all, 
Defy my fate, and meet its utmoft rigour. 

Rut. Alas, my lord ! t:onfider where we^re. 
Oh ! 'tis the queen's apartment ; death is here. 
" I came to thee through periPs ambufh'd path, 
•*' And every danger rifqu'd for thy embrace." 
Each precious moment is by fate befet, 
And time ftands trembling whilft we thus confer. 
EJfex. Then, let us hence from this detefted 
place ; 
My refcuM foul difdains the houfe of greatnefs, 
Where humble honefty ca& fr&dtto (tielter. 
From hence we'll fiy, viYvweAw*. *&&x«\a&*&% 
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Enter Bcixeigh ami Nottingham- 

Nottingham. 

\Ay lord, I've (ought you oat with much impati- 

ence: 
Tou've had an audience of the queen : what fol- 
lowed? 
Bur. Soon as I told her EfTex had refused 
To yield his dignities, and ftaff of office, 
1 Againft her high command, pronoune'd by me, ,,, 
ihe feem'd depriv'd of reafon for a moment ; 
ler working mind betray'd contending paffions, 
Vhich, in her alter'd face, appeared by turns, 
ihe paus'd, like thunder in fome kindling cloud, 
The inftant burft with dreadful fury forth 2 
* And has th* ungrateful wretch defy'd my man- 
date ? 
u The proud, audacious traitor fcorn'd my power i 
u He dares not, fure ? — He dies — the villain dies. 
u Then, fudden, foften'd into mildar fauafa, 
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" And call'd him rafh; unhappy, gallant EfTex ! 

" On me her fury fell ; my crafty plans 

<< Againft his reputation, fame, and life, 

** Had driven him to extremes — my malice did it— 

u My envy was his bane; with all that paffion 

u Or fury could fuggeft. — I begg'd to know 

u Her royal will concerning Effex ; urg r d 

" Again his infolence. — Amaz'd, awhile 

u She flood, and wifl not what to do. — At length, 

u Collecting all her mind, thefe words fhe ut* 

ter'd :"— ' 

Let him to the Tow'r. — I inftantly withdrew. 
But foon was countermanded* and defir'd 
To bring the Earl of Effex to her prefence, 
I like it not, and much I fear, (he'll ftand 
Between this high offender and the laws* 

Not* Is EfTex then fecur'd I 

Bur. Madam, he is ; 
And now comes guarded to the court* 

Enter Gentleman. 

GcnU Madam, the queen 
Is in her clofet, and defires to fee you. [Exit. 

Not. I attend her. 

Bur. She wants, no doubt, to be advis'd by you. 
Improve this fair occafion, urge it home ; 
" She muft be quick'ned by repeated ftrokes 
" Of frefh indignities, by EfTex offer 'd 
" T' her royal perfon, and prerogative. 
" Be circumfpect and cautious 1 mark her well." 
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Not. I know her foible. EfTex long has had 

n intereft in her heart, which nothing can 

'erturn, except his own ungovern'd fpirit. 
is, indeed, the inftrument by which 

/e work, and cannot fail, if rightly us'd. 
Bur. Madam, the queen expects you inftantly. 

mufl withdraw, and wait the earl's arrival. 

[Exeunt* 

Que kn d'tf covered. 

j£ii. Ill-feted, wretched man ! perverfe and obfK- 

natel 
[c counterworks my grace, and courts deftruclion* 
!e gives his deadly foes the dagger to 
'eftroy him, and defeats my friendly purpofe, 
fhich would, by feeming. to abandon, fave him. 
lor will he keep the mafk of prudence on 
. moment's fpace. — What ! rnuft I bear this fcora ? 
To : let me all the monarch re-afTume ; 
Ixert my power, and be myfelf again. 
)h, ill-performing, difobedient heart !— - 
Vhy lhrink'ft thou, fearful, from thy own refolre ? 

Enter Nottingham. 

?hou com'ft in time ; I'm much difturb'd, abus'd, 
Ay Nottingham, and would complain to thee 
)f infolence, neglect, and high contempt. 
-(Tex prefum'd to dictate laws within 
ly palace gates . How fay'ft thou, Nottingham ? 
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Not. Surely, my gracious queen, it cannot be \ 

His heat and paflion never cou'd impel him 

To take fo bold a ftep, to fuch rafh guilt : 

Methinks his very honour mould prevent it. 
Qu. Thy open, honeft mind untutor'd feems 

Jn life's ungrateful and degenerate fchool ; 

Where ftubborn vice in every form appears, 

Mocking correction's ineffectual rod. 

It is, indeed, an evil hard to bear ; 

This haughty man has wanton'd with my grace,. 

Abus'd my bounty, and defpis'd my favours. 

*' That giving goodnefs mould profufely flow 

" T' enrich the furly glebe, where only thorns* 

" And noxious weeds will ipring !" 
Refentment, then, mall in her turn prevail; 

To angry laws I'll give this victim tip* 

Not. His conduct has, I fear, been too ungoard* 
ed: 
His hafty temper knows not where to ftop. 
Ambition is the fpur of all his actions, 
Which often drives him o'er his duty's limits; 
{At leaft his enemies would have it fo.) 
But malice, madam, fcldom judges right. 

J§M. Oh, Nottingham ! his pride is paft enduring; 
This infolent,' audacious man forgets 
His honour and allegiance j — and refus'd 
To render up his ftaff of office, here, 
Beneath my very eye. 

Not^ Prefumptuous man ! • 
Your faithful fubjects will refent,this pride» 
This infolence, this treafon to their queen $ 
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They muft, my gracious fovereign. — *Tis not fafe 
To fhield him longer from their juft refentment. 
Then give him up to juftice and* the laws. 

S>u. You feem well pleas'd to urge feverity.» 
Offended majefty but feldom- wants- 
Such (harp advifers — Yet no attribute 
So well befits the exalted feat fupreme, 
And power's difpofing hand, as clemency. 
Each crime muft from its quality be judg'd ; 
And pity there mould interpofe, where malice 
Is not the aggreffor. Hence ! I'll hear no more. 

Not. Madam, my fentiments were well intended i- 
Juftice, not malice, mov'd my honeft zeal. 
My words were echoes of the public voice, 
Which daily rifcs, with repeated cries 
Of high complaint, againft this haughty lord. 
I pity, from my heart, his rafh attempts, 
And much efteem the man, 

$>u. Go, Nottingham, ' 

My mind's difturb'd, and fend me Rutland hither. 

[£*i/Not.. 
0, vain difHn&on of exalted ftate ! 
No rank afcends above the reach of care, 
Nor dignity can fhield a queen from woe. _ T 
Defpotic nature's ftronger fceptre rules, 
And pain and paffion in her right prevails, 
Oh, the unpity'd lot, fevere condition, 
Of folitary, fad, dejected grandeur ! 
Alone condemn'd to bear th* unfocial throb 
Of heart-felt anguifh, and corroding grief ; 
Depriv'd of what, within his homely ftied, 
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gu. Her warmth has touch'd me home. My jea* 
lous heart, 
My fearful and fuipicious foul's alarm'd. 

Enter Burleigh, Raleigh, and other*. 

Bur. The Earl of Effex waits yoar royal will. 

$>u. Let him abroach — And now, once more 
fupport 
Thy dignity, my foul ; nor yield thy greatnefs 
To ftrong ufurping paffion — But he comes* 

Enter "Essex, Southampton, Guards. 

JEJex. Permitted thus to bend, with proftrate heart, 

{Kneeh. 
Before your facred majefty ; 1 come, 
With every grateful fenfe of royal favour 
Deeply engrav'd within my confcious fou. 1 .* - 

Qu. I fent my orders for your ftarTof office. 

Ejffex, Madam, my envy'd dignities and honours, 
I firft from your own royal hand receiv'd ; 
And therefore juftly held it far beneath me 
To yield my trophies, and exalted power, 
So dearly purchas'd in the field of glory, 
To hands unworthy. No, my gracious queen, 
I meant to lay them at your royal feet ; 
Where life itfelf a willing victim falls, 
If you command. 

$u. High fwelling words, my lord, but ill fop- 
ply 
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The place of deeds, and duty's juft demand. 
In danger's onfet, and the day of trial, , 
Conviction {till on ailing worth attends ; 
Whilft mere profeffions are by doubts encumber'd. 

EJcx. My deeds have oft declar'd, in danger's 
front, 
How far my duty and my valour lead me. 
Allegiance flill my thirft of glory nVd, 
And all my bravely gather'd, envy'd laurels, 
Were purchas'd only to adorn my queen. 

£>u. " Yet fact o'er fallacy muftftilf pre vail, 
" And eloquence to fimple truth give way." 
Your guilty fcorn of my entrufted power, 
When with my mortal foes you tamely dall/d, 
By hardy rebel* brau'd, you poorly fought 
A fervile paufe, and begg'd a ftiameful truce. 
Should EfTex thus, fo meanly compromife, 
And lofe the harveft of a plenteous glory, 
In idle treaties, and fufpicious parly ? 

EJcx. Oh, deadly ftroke ! My life's the deffin'd 
mark. 
The poifon'd (haft has drank my fpirits deep. 
Is't come to this ? Confpire with rebels \ Ha ! 
I've ferv'd you, madam, with the, utmoft peril, 
And ever glory 'd in th' illuftrious danger ; 
Where famine fac'd me with her meagre mien, 
And peftilence and death brought up her train. 
I've fought your battles, in defpite of nature, 
Where feafons ficken'd, and the clime was fate. 
My power to parly, or to fight, I had 
From you ; the time and circumftanct &<i «2\ 
Aloud for mutual treaty and condition \ 
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For that I ftand a guarded felon here. — A traitoiy 
Hemm'd in by villains, and by Haves furrounded. 

j^tf . Shall added infolehce, with creft audacious*, 
Her front uplift againfb the face of power- 
Think not that injur'd majefty will bear 
Such arrogance unchecked, or unchaftis'd. 
No public trufl becomes the man, who treads,. 
With fcornful fteps, in honour's facred path, 
And ftands at bold defiance with his duty. 

EJfex. Away with dignities and hated trufl:,. 
With flattering honours, and deceitful power ! 
Invert th' eternal rules of right and juftice ; 
Let villains thrive, and out-caft virtue perifh ;: 
Let flaves berais'd, and cowards have command. 
Take, take your gaudy trifles back, thole baits 
Of vice, and virtue's bane. — 'Tis clear, my queen*. 
My royal miftrefs, cafts me off ;.. nay, joins 
With Cecil todeftroy my life, and fame. 

£>u. Prefuming wretch ! Audacious traitor ! 

Effcx. Traitor ! 

<$u. Hence- from my fight, ungrateful Have,, and 
learn 
At diftance to revere your queen. 

EJfex. Yes; let 
Me fly beyond ttye limits of the world, 
And nature's verge, from proud oppreffion far, 
From malice, tyranny, from courts, from you. 

$>u. Traitor ! villain ! [Strikes him. 

EJfex. Confufion ! what, a blow ! 
Reftrain, good Heav'n ! down, down, thou rebel pat 

flQD, 
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And, judgment, take the reins. Madam, 'tis well— 
' Your foldier falls degraded. 
His glory's tarnifh'd, and his fame undone. 
O, bounteous recompence from royal hands ! 
But you, ye implements, beware, beware, 
What honour wrong'd, and honefl wrath can acl. 

$>u. What would th' imperious traitor do ? My 
life 
Beyond thy wretched purpofe ftands fecurc. 
Go, learn at leifure what your deeds deferve, 
And tremble at the vengeance you provoke. 

[Exeunt all but EfTex and Southampton. 

Effex. Difgrac'd and ftruck ! Damnation ! Death 
were glorious. 
Revenge ! revenge ! 

S$utL Alas, my friend ! what would 
Thy rage attempt ? Cdnfider well the great 
Advantage now your ralh, ungovern'd temper 
Affords your foes. The queen incens'd, will let 
Their fury loofe. — I dread the dire event. 

EJfex. Has honeft pride no juft refentment left ? 
Nor injur'd honour feeling ? Not revenge ! 
High Heaven mail bear, and earth regret my wrongs. 
Hot indignation burns within my foul. 
I'll do fome dreadful thing — I know not what ; 
Some deeds as horrid as the fhame 1 feel, 
Shall ftartle nature, and alarm the world. 
Then hence, like lightning, let me furious fly, 
To hurl deftructi on at my foes on nigh ; 
Pull down oppreffion from its tyrant feat, 
Redeem my glory, or embrace my fate* ^E*twnt% 
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Enter Queen and Nottingham.. 

~<%ueetu. 

Not taken yet ! 

Not. No, madam ; for the earl 
Of Effex," leagu'd with defperate friends, madt 

ftrong 
And obftinate refinance ; till, at length, 
O'erpower'd by numbers, and increafing force, 
He fled for fhelter to a fmall retreat, 
A fummer-houfe upon the Thames ; relblv'd 
To periih, rather than fubmit to power. 

£>u. " O, wretch detefted! O, unheard of trea«- 
fon ! 
" Confpire againfr. my life, within my view ! 
" My reach ! fo near my very palace gates ! 
u Perfidious monfter ! — What can prudence do, 
41 Or human wifdom, more than judge from outfide,, 
" And flattering likenefs ? Kings can fee no far- 
ther. 
u High Heav'n, alone, can read the heart, in all 
" Its utmofr. frauds, and myftic characters." 
Oh, where fhall majefty beftow its favours* 
Since EiTex has a traitor ^toV& to mi> 
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Whofe arm hath rais'd him up to power and grcat- 

nefs ; 
Whofe heart has fhar'd in all his fplendid triumphs, 
And feels, ev'n now, his trait'rous deeds with pity i 
But hence with pity, and the woman's pangs : 
Refentment governs, and the queen (hall punifh. 

Enter Burleigh* 

Bur. Illuftrious queen, the traitors all arefeiz*d- 
Th' intelligence was true. Their black debates 
Were held at Drury-houfe. The dire refult 
Was this : that EfTex mould alarm the citizens 
To- open mutiny, and bold rebellion, 
" On this pernicious errand went the earl,. 
" Join'd by his defp'rate and feditious friends," 
Their purpofe was to feiz,e your royal palace, 
And facred perfon ; but your faithful people, 
As by one mind inform'd, one zeal infpir'd, 
Rofe up at once, and with their virtue quell'd them* 

$>u. Thanks to their honeft, to their loyal hearts. 
But fay, were any perfon e'lfe concern M,. 
Of high diftinclion, or of noted rank ? 

Bur. Yes, madam, many more, feduc'd of late, 
'Mong whom the bold Southampton foremoft ftands ^\ 
" Precipitate and rafh ; whofe pow'r tho* great, 
" Lags far behind his will to do you hurt." 
They're now our pris'ners, and are fafe fecur'd ; 
But EfTex, with Southampton, and the reft 
Of greater note, I would not dare difpofe of 
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Without your royal mandate ; and they now 
Attend without, to know your final pleafure. 
$hs. Is this the juft return of all my care ; 
My anxious toilfome days, and watchful nights ? 
Have I fent forth a with, that went not freighted 
"With all my people's good ? Or, have I life, 
Or length of days defired, but for their fake ? 
The public good is all my private care. 
" Have I not ever thought the meaneft fubjetf, 
" Opprefs'd by power, was, in his juft complaint,. 
" Above a king ? What Britifh bofom has- 
u By foreign tyranny been griev'd, whofe wrongs 
" I have not felt as mine, as mine redrefs'd ? 
" Or have I, juftly, made a fingle man 
" My foe f 9 Then could I think this grateful ifle 
Coatain'd one traitor's heart ? Bat, leaft of all, 
That EfTex' breaft mould lodge it ? Call the monfter* 
And kt me meet this rebel face to face. 
Do you withdraw, and wait within our call. 

. ut [Exeunt Burleigh, &c* 

Enter Esses. 

You fee we dare abide y«ur dang'rous prefence,, 
Tho* tfeafon fits within, your heart enthron'd, 
And on that brow rebellion lours, where oncq 
Such boafted loyalty was faid to flourifh. 
How low the traitor can degrade the foldier ! 
Guilt glares in confeious dye upon thy cheek* 
And inward horror trembles in thine eye. 
How mean is fraud \ Ro^\i^At^^\vud^L 
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E/fcx. Forbear reproach, thou injur'd majefty, 
Nor wound, with piercing looks, a heart already 
With anguifh torn, and bleeding with remorfe. 
Your awful looks, alone, are arm'd with death, 
And juftice gives them terror. 

£>u. Haplefs man ! 
What caufe could prompt, what fiend could urge thee 

on 
To this detefted deed ? Could I from thee 
Expect to meet this bafe return ? from thee, 
To whom I ought to fly, with all the confidence 
That giving bounty ever could infpire, 
Or feeming gratitude and worth could promife i 

EJex. Alas ! I own my crimes, and feel my trea- 
fons ; 
They prefs me down beneath the reach of pity. 
Defpair alone can ftiield me from myfelf. 
Oh, let the little fpace 1 live be curs'd 
With countlefs woes ; let death, unpitk 
" My name be mention'd, with the utfl 
If all my life can feel, or fame can fuflfq 
Can ferve to mitigate my queen's difplea 

£>u. My pride forbids me to approach thee more $ 
My pity, rather, would relieve thy forrow. 
" 1 fee conviction, and fevere remorfe, 
" Within thy mind at work. But much 1 fear, 
" That death alone can calm the raging conflict." 
The people's clamours and my ipecial fafety, 
Call loud for juftice, and demand your life. 
But if forgivenefs from an injur'd queen 
Can make the few fhort hours you live mow. tafj* 
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I give it freely from my pitying heart; 

And wifh my willing power could grant thee more. 

Effix. Oh, founds angelic ! goodnefs undeferv'd T 
My fwelling heart can keep no bounds, my foul 
Flows .o'er. — And will my gracious queen forgive 

me ? 
Oh, let me proftxate thus before you fall, 
My better angel ; and my guardian genius ! 
Permit me,, royal miftrefs^ to announce 
My faithful fentiments, my foul's true dictates ^ 
Vouchfafe your Effex but this one requeft, 
This only boon, he*ll thank you with his lafl, 
His dying breath, and blefs you in his pafTage* 

£>u. Rife, my lord. 
If aught you have to offer can allay 
Your woes, and reconcile you to your fate*. 
Proceed ; — and I with patient ear will liften. 

Effex. My real errors, and my feeming crimes; 
WouldjKeary mercy, and make goodnefs poor :. 
And ]■ Burce of all. my greateft faults 
Was ■ Bniiied > and duty in extreme. 
So jealS^yas my fanguine heart, fo warm 
Affection's zeaJ, I could not bear the kail 
Sufpicion of my duty to my queen. . 
This drove me from my high command in Ireland j. 
This too, impelled me to that rude behaviour 
Which juftly urg'd the fhameful blow I felt ; 
And this (O, fatal rafhnefs !) made me think 
My queen had given her EfTex up, a victim 
To flatefmen's fchemes, and wicked policy. 
Stung by that piercing thought, my madnefs fkxrc 
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Beyond all bounds, and now, alas ! has "brought 

me 
To this moft fliamefulfall ? and, what's ftili worfc, 
My own reproaches, and my queen's difpleafure. 

$>u. Unhappy man ! My yielding foul is touch'd* 
And pity pleads thy caufe within my breaft. 

EJfex, Say but, my gracious fovereign, ere 1 go 
For ever from your prefence, that you think me 
Guiltlefs of all attempts againft your throne, 
And facred life; Your faithful Effex ne'er 
Could harbour in his breaft fo foul a thought. 
Believe it not, my queen. By Heav'n, I fwear, 
When in my higheft pitch of glory rais'd, 
The fplendid noon of fortune's hrighteft fun-fhine, 
3>Jot ages of renown could yield me half 
The joy, nor make my life fo greatly bleft, 
.As faving ycJurs, tho' for a fingle hour. 

4>tf. My lord, I think you honeft. Nay, I own, 
Whatever coldnefs I put on, was meant , 
Tofave you from the malice of your foes. 
J judg'd your crimes, what you yourfelf pronoun c'd 

'em, 
The rafh effect of an Intemperate zeal. 

EJfex. Was ever wretch like EfTex thus undone 
By goodnefs in excefs, and lavifh'd grace ! 
Oh, I could tear my erring heart, with thefe 
Revenging hands ! — What bleiHngs have I loft f 
What clemency abus'd ! — Now could I wifh 
For lengthen'd life, — indeed for endlefs years* 
A whole eternity's too fhort, to fhew 
My pious forrows 9 and atone m^ £<&V^ 
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Qu. u Too well the paflage to my heart he finds : 
€t And pity's hand lets in the dangerous gueft. 
u How weak is reafon, when oppos'd to nature !" 

My lord, I would convince you that I ftill 
Regard your life, and labour to preferve it ; 
But cannot fcreen you from a public trial. 
With prudence make your beft defence : but fhouM 
Severity her iron jurifdiction 
Extend too far, and givethee up condemn'd 
To angry laws, thy queen will not forget thee. 
Yet, left you then fhou'd want a faithful friend, 
• (For friends will fly you in the time of need) 
Here, from my finger, take this ring, a pledge 
Of mercy; having this, yon ne'er (hall need 
An advocate with me ; for whenfoe'er 
You give, or fend it back, by Heav'n, I fwear, 
As I do hope for mercy on my foul, 
That I will grant whatever boon you afk. 

E/fex. Oh, grace furpriUng ! moft amazing good- 
sefs ! 
Words cannot paint the tr an/ports of my foul ! 
Let me receive it on my grateful knees, 
At once to thank and blefs the hand that gives h. 
£>u. Depend, my lord, on this ; 'twixt you and 
me 
This ring mail be a private mark of faith 

[Gives the ring* 
Inviolate. Be confident, chear up, 
t)hpel each melancholy fear, and truft 
Your fovereign's piora\fe \ flas. will ne'er forfake 
^ yoiu 
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Eflix. Let Prbvidence difpofe my lot as 'twill, 

May watchful angels ever guard my queen ; 

May healing wifdom in her counfels reign. 

And firm fidelity furround her throne ; 

May victory her dreaded banners bear. 

And joyful conqueih crown her foldier's brow | 

Let every blifs be mingled in her cup, 

And Heaven atlaft become her gfeat reward ! Exit. 
%u. Tis done ; 

And yet foreboding tremors (hake my heart. 

Something fits heavy here, and preffes down 

Myipirits with its weight. What can it mean ? 

Suppofe he is condemn'd ; my royal word 

is plighted for his life ; his enemies, 

No doubt, will cenfure much. — No matter; let 
'em ; 

I know him honeft, and defpife their malice. 

*' Unhappy ftate, where mercy and companion 

44 Too often meet with clamour and reproach ! 

*' But princes muft endure, for public good, 

** The narrow cenfures of mifguiding crowds." 

Enter Countefs ^Rutland. 

Rut. Where is the queen ? I'll fall before heo 
feet \ 

Proftrate, implore, befiege her royal heart, 
And force her to forgive. 

$>u. What means this frenzy ? 

Rut. Oh, gracious queen, if ever pity touched 
Yourgeaerous breaft, let not tlvfc ct\w\ «xa 
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Deftroy his precious life ; preferve my Effex, 
* Preferve from fhameful death, the noble, loyal, 
" Oh, fave the brave, the beft of fubjects. — Save." 
My life, my hope, my joy, "myall," myhu/band! 

$u, Hufband !— What fudden deadly blow i$ 
this! 
Hold up, my foul, nor (ink beneath this wound. 
Y©u beg a traitor's life I 

Rut. Oh, gracious queen 1 
He ever lov'd — was ever faithful, brave——— 
If nature dwells about your heart, Oh, fpurn 
Me not ! My lord ! my love ! my hufband bleeds ! 

Qu. Take her away. 

Rut " I cannot let you go. 
" Hold off your hands" — Here on this fpot I'll fix, 
Here lofe all fenfe. Still let me ftretch thefe arms, 
Inexorable queen ! he yet may live. 
Oh, give him to my poor afflicted heart ! 
One pitying look, to fave me from dift raction. 

$>u. I'll hear no more. I'm tortur'd take her 

hence. . 

Rut. Nay, force me not away. Inhumaa 

wretches ! 
Oh, mercy, mercy! — Then to thee, good Heav'n, 
(My queen, my cruel queen, denies to hear me) 
To thee I call, to thee for mercy bend. 
Melt down her bofom's frozen fenfe to feel 
Some portion of my deadly grief, my fell 
Diftra&ion. — Turn, Oh, turn, and fee a wife, 
A tortur'd wife 

%u. Why am I not otay'd! 
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Ritf, Nay, do not thus 
Abandon me to fell defpair. Juft Heaven, 
That fees ray forrows, will avenge the wrong, 
This cruel wrong, this barbarous tyranny. 

[Fined of. 

<%u. Wedded to Rutland ! Moft unhappy pair ! 
And, Oh, ill-fated queen ! Never till now 
Did forrow fettle in my heart its throne. 
Now black defpair its cloudy curtain draws 
Around thy fetting peace, where joy, alas ! 
No more (hall dawn, nor fmiling hope return. . 
Recall my pledge of iafety from his hands, 

And give him up to death ! But life or death 

To me is equal now. " Diftraclion dwells J 

" Within my tortured foul, and furies rend it." ' 
Unhappy ftate, where peace (hall never come ! 
One fatal moment has confirmed my doom, 
Turn'd all my comfort to inteftyie ftrife, 
And £U'd with mortal pangs my future life. [Exit, 
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Enter Raleigh andZJeotemmt of the TtfWK, 

Raleigh. 

Their peers, with much indulgence, lieard tkff 

pfca, 
And save them ample (cope for their defence ; 
But nought avail'd, their crimes were *oo notorious. 
They bote their fentence with becoming fpirit ; 
And here'* the royal mandate for their deaths. 
The lady Nottingham f— Whatbringslier hither i 

Enter Lcuhf Nottingham* 

Not. Lieutenant, lead me to the Earl of EfTex, 
I bring a meffageto him from the queen. 

Lieut. He's with his friend, the brave Southamp- 
ton, madam, 
Preparing now for his expected fate. 
But I'll acquaint his lordflup with your pleafure. 

[Exit* 
RaL What means this meffage ? Does the queen 

relent ? 
Not. I fear (he does a " for fuch a war of paffi- 
ons, 
* f Such varying tumults never ftrove within 
*' Her breaft till now. Sometimes (he rails at Effex, 
4€ And calls him vWViu! twtot', ta<*Tfi&\&c&A%vL\ 

S 
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" Yet, in a moment, turns again to pity. 
" At length (he fent me to th' ungrateful earl, 
" To learn if he could offer aught that might 
" Induce her royal mercy to forgivenefs." 
Do you to court, for Cecil there expects you* 
I've promis'd to acquaint him with what pafies 
'Twixt me and Eflex ere I fee the queen. 
Red. Madam, I go. [2?xfc 

Nat. Now, vengeance, fteel my heart ! 
Offended woman, whilft her pride remains, 
To^nalice only and revenge will bow> 
And every virtue at that altar facrrfice. 
But fee, he comes, with manly forrow clad. 
There was a time, that prefence cou'd fabdue 
My pride, and melt my heart to gentle pitj. 
I then could find no joy but in his fmiles $ 
And thought him lovely as the fummer's bloom 5 
But all his beauties are now hateful grown* 

Enter Essex. 

FJex. Whether you bring me death or life I knot) 
not. 
But, if ftri& friendfhip and remembrance pall; 
May aught prefage to my afflicted heart, 
Sure mercy only from thofe lips mould flow, 
And grace be utter'd from that friendly tongue* 
Not. My lord, I'm glad you thmlc me ftill your 
friend. 
I come not to upbraid but ferve you now ; 
And pleas'd I am to be the rae&n^tt 
O z 
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Of fuch glad tidings, in the day of trouble, 

As now I bring you. When the queen had heard 

That by the lords you were condemn'd to die, 

Shefentrae, in her mercy, here, to know 

If you had aught to offer that might move x 

Her royal clemency to fpare your life. 

EfftJt. Could any -circumftance new luftre add 
To my dread fovereign*s goodnefs, 'tis the raakiog 
The kind, the generous Nottingham its meflenger. 
Oh, madam ! could ray glowing heart exprefs 
Its grateful fentiments, 'twould fpeak fuch language 
As angels utter, when theypraife their Maker. 

Not. 'Tis well, my lord ; but there's no time to 
.fpare, 
The queen impatient waits for my return. 

Jffix. My heart was wifhing for fome faithful 
friend, . 
And bounteous Heav'n hath ient thee to my hopes. 
Know then, kind Nottingham, for now I'll truft 
Thee with the dearefl fecret of my life ; 
*Tis not long ilnce the queen ^( who well forefaw 
To what the malice of -my foes would drive me) 
Gave me this ring, this facred pledge of mercy ; 
And with it made a folemn vow to Heav'n, 
That, whenfoever I mould give or fend 
It back again, fhe'd freely grant whatever 
Requeft I then (hou'd make. 

Not. Give, give it me, 
My lord, and let me fly on friendfhip's wings, 
To bear it to the queen, and to it add 
-My prayers audAstfLvxwtt to \rcelerye thy life. 
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EJex. O ! take it then — it is the pledge of fife* 
The precious fpring that drives my vital ftream 
Around, and keeps my heart flill warm : " it is 
** The door of breath, the hope of joy, the (hield 
u Of friendfhip." — O ! it is my dear Southampton'* 
Laft, laft remaining ftay, his thread of being, 
Which more than words I prize. — O, take it then* 
Take it, thou guardian angel of my life,, 
And oiferup the incenfe of my prayer ! 
O beg, intreat, implore her majefty,, 
From public (hame, and ignominious death>. 
And from th' obdurate axe, to fave my friend. 

Not. My lord,, with all the powers that nature 
gave, 
And friendfliip can infpire, I'U.urge the queer* 
To grant you your requeft. 

Eflex. Kind Nottingham^- 
Your pious offices (hall ever be 
My fervent theme ; and if my doubtful (pan* 
Relenting Heav'n mould ftretch to years remote*. 
Each paifing hour (hall flill remind my thoughts, 
And teH me that I owe my all to thee : 
My friend (hall thank you too for lengthen'd life. 
And now 1 fly with comfort to his arms, 
To let him know the mercy that you bring. [Exit. 

" Not. Yes, you (hall feel my friendfhip's weight 
fall heavy 
u Upon your guilty foul, ungrateful man ! 
**■ Your falfe difdainful heart (hall pay the fine 
u Of love neglected, and. of beauty'fcorn'd*" [Exifc. 
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SCENE II. 



The Court. Enter Queen <hn/Burleigh» 

<%u. Ha I is not Nottingham return'd ? 

Bur. No, madam. 

<%u. Difpatch a fpeedy meflenger to hafte her* 
My agitated heart can find no reft* 
So near the brink of fate-— unhappy man ! 

Enter Nottingham. 

How now, my Nottingham, what news fromEffex? 
What fays the earl ? 

Not. I wifli, with all my foul, 
Th' ungrateful tafk had been another's lot 
I dread to tell it — loft, ill-fated man ! 

jgo. What means this myftery, this ftrangc beha* 
viour ? 
Pronounce — declare at once ; what faid the earl I 

Not. Alas, my queen, I fear to fay ; his mind 
Is in the ftrangeft mood, that ever pride < 

On' blackeft thoughts begot. He fcarce would 

fpeak ; 
And when he did, it was with fullennefs, 
With hafty tone, and down-caft look. 

J^w. Amazing! 
Not feel the terrofs of approaching death ! 
Nor yet the joyful davm of ^toraU'd life i 
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Not. He rather feem'd infenfibie to both, 
nd with a cold indifference heard your offer ; 
111 warming up, by flow degrees, refentment 
egan to fwell his reftlefs, haughty mind, 
ind proud difdain provbk'd him to exclaim 
Joud, againft the partial power of fortune, 
.nd faction's rage. I begg'd him to confider 
lis fad condition, nor repulfe with fcorn 
'he only hand that could preferve him. 

%u. Ma! 
Vhat ! SaidJie nothing of a private import ? 
Jo circumflance — no pledge — no ring ? 

Not. None, madam, 

ut with contemptuous front difclaim'd at once 
r our proffer'd grace ; and fcorn'd, he faid, a life 
Jpon fuch terms beftow'd. 

§>u. Impoflible ! 
)ould Eflex treat me thus ? You bafely wrong him* 
ind wreft his. meaning from the purpos'd point. 
Lecall betimes the horrid words you've utter'd ; 
lonfefs, and own the whole you've faid was falfe. 

Not. Madam, by truth, and duty both compell'd 
tgainft the pleadings of my pitying foul, 
muft declare (Heav'n knows with what relucTance) 
!*hat never pride infulted mercy more, 
le ran o'er all the dangers he had paft ; 
lis mighty deeds ; his fervice to the ftate ; 
^ccus'd your majefty of partial leaning 
To favourite lords, to whom he falls a facrifice ; 
appeals to juftice, and to future times, 
low much he feels from proud oppreffion's ana : 
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Nay, fomething too he darkly hinted at* 
Of jealous difappointment, and revenge. 

$>u. Eternal filence feal thy venom'd lips ! 
What haft thou utter'd, wretch, to rouze at once 
A whirlwind in my foul, which roots up pity, 
And deftroys my peace ? 
u Ha ! he defies me then ! Audacious traitor!" 
Let him this inftant to the block be led. [Exit NoL 
Upbraid me with my fatal fbndnefs for him ! 
Ungrateful, barbarous ruffian ! Oh, Elizabeth I 
Remember now thy long eftablifh'd fame, 
Thy envy'd glory, and thy father's fpiritw 
Accufe me of injuftice too, and cruelty !* 
Yes, I'll this inftant to the Tower, forget 
My regal ftate, and to his face confront him : 
Confound the audacious villain with my prefence* 
And add new terrors to. th* uplifted axe. [£*//» 



SCENE IIL 



The Tower* Essex and So u t h am pton difcovercd* 

Efex. Oh, name it not ! my friend fhall live, he 
mail; 
I know her royal mercj', and her goodnefs, 
Will give you back to life, to length of days, 
And me to honour, loyalty, and truth. 
Death is flill diftant far. 
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South. In life's firft fpring 
Our green affections grew apace and profper'd y 
The genial fummer fwell'd our joyful hearts**. 
To meet and mix each growing fruitful wifh; 
We're now embark'd upon that ftormy flood 
Where all the wife and brave are gpne before us*. 
Ere fince the birth of time, to .meet eternity. 
And what is death, did we confider right ? 
Shall we, who fought him in the paths of terror, 
AndfacM him in the dreadful walks of war, 
Shall we aftonifhM fhrink, like frighted infants, 
And ftart at fcaffolds, and their gloomy trappings I 

Eflex. Yet, ftill I truft long years remain of friends 
(hip. 
Let fmiling hope drive doubt and fear away, 
And death be baninVd far ; where creeping age, 
Difeafe, and care, invite him to their dwelling- 
I feel affurance rife within my breaft, 
That all will yet be well. 

South,. Count not oh hope*— 
We never can take leave, my friend, of life,- 
Gn nobler terms. Life ! what is life ? A fhadoW !~ 
Jts date is but th' immediate breath we cfraw ; 
Nor have we furety for a fecond gale ; 
Ten thoufand accidents in ambufh lie. 
For the embody'd dream. 
A frail and fickle tenement ifcis,. 
Which, like the brittle glafs that meafures time^- 
Is often broke, ere half its funds are run. 

Effex. Such cold philofophy the heart difdains* - 
Andfriendfhip fhudders at the moral tale- 
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My friend, the fearful precipice is paft, 

And danger dare not meet us more. Fly fwift, 

Ye better angels, waft the welcome tidings 

Of pardon to my friend j of life and joy. 

Enter Lieutenant. 

Lieut, I grieve to be the meffenger of woe, 
But muft, my lord, intreat you to prepare 
For inftant death. Here is the royal mandate 
That orders your immediate execution. 

EJfcx. Immediate execution ! — What, &> fuddeaf 
No meflage from the queen,' or Nottingham ? 

Lieut. None, (ir. 

Effex. Deluded hopes ! Oh, worfe than death f 
Perfidious queen, to make a mock of life I 
.My friend, my friend deftroy'd ! 'Oh! piercing, 
thought ! '. 

Oh, difmal chance! — In my deftru&ion ruin'd! 
In my fad fall undone ! Why could not mine, 
My life atone for both ; my blood appeafe \ 
Can you, my friend, forgive me \ 

South. Yes, Oyes, 
My bofom's better half, I can.— With thee, 
I'll gladly feek the coaft unknown, and leave 
The leflcning mark of irkfome life behind. 
With thee, my friend, 'tis joy to die! 'tis glory! 
For who would wait the tardy ftroke of time, 
Or cling, like reptiles, to the verge of being, 
When we can bravely leap from life at once, 
And fpring triumphant in a friend's embrace ? 
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Enter Raleigh. 

RA To yon, my lord Southampton, from the 
queen 
A pardon comes : your life her mercy fpares. 

EJex. For ever Weft be that indulgent power 
"Which iaves my friend ! This weighti ta'en off, my 

fool 
Shall upward fpring, and mingle with the bleft. 
South. All-ruling Heavens, can this, can this be 
juft ? 
Support me ; hold, ye draining heart firings, hold, 
And keep my finking frame from difTolution. 
Oh, 'tis too much for mortal ftrength to bear, 
Or thought to fuffer ! No, I'll die with thee. % 
They (hall not part us, Effex. 

Efex. Live, Oh, live, 
Thou nobleft, braveft, beft of men and friends, 
Whilft life is worth thy wifli, 'tiU time and thou 
Agree to part, and nature fend thee to me ; 
Thou gen'rous foul, farewell ! — Live, and be happy ; 
And, Oh ! may life make largely up to thee 
Whatever bleifing fate has thus cut Off 
* From thy departing friend ! 

Lieut. My lord, my warrant 
Striclly forbids to grant a moment's time. 

South. Oh, imift we part for ever ?— Cruel for- 
tune 1 
Wilt thou then tear htm hence ?— " Severe divorce ! ,f 
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Let roe cling round thy (acred perfon ftill, 
Still clafp thee to my bofom dole, and keep 
Stern fate at diffcance. 

Effcx. Oh, my friend, we'll meet 
Again, where virtue finds a juft reward, 
Where factious malice never more can reach us. 
Recall thy reafoo, be thyfelf once more. — 
I fear it not. — This hideous monfter, death, 
When feen at diffcance, (hocks weak nature's eye ; 
But reafon, as it draws more near, defies it. 
I thank thy forrows, but cou'd (pare 'em now. 
I need not bid thee guard my fame from wrongs : 
And, Oh ! a dearer treafure to thy care 
I truft, than either life or fame — my wife ! 
Her bitter forrows pierce my foul ; for her 
My heart drops blood ! — Oh, (he will want a friend \ 
Then take her to thy care ; do thou pour balm 
On her deep : wounded fpirit, and let her find 
My tender helps in thee. — I muft be gone, 
My ever faithful, and my gallant friend.— 
I pr'y thee leave this woman's work. — Farewell \ — 
Take this laft, dear embrace. — Farewell for ever ! 

South. My burfting breaft \ I faia would fpeak y 
but words 

Are poor Farewell \ 

But we (hall meet again, embrace in one 

Eternal band, which never (hall be loos'd. [Exit. 

EJfex. To death's concluding ftroke, lead on, Lieu* 
tenant. 
My wife! — Now reafon, fortitude, fupportmef 
For now indeed comes on my foreft trial. 
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Enter CounUfs of Rut land. 

Oh, thou laft, dear referve of fortune's malice ! 
For fate can add no more — Oh, com'ft thou then 
In this dread hour* when all my draining thoughts 
Are ftruggling in the tendereft ties of nature ! 
Oh, com'ft thou now t* arreft my parting foul', 
And force it back to life !• 

Rut. Thou fole delight, 
Thou only joy which life cou'd ever give, 
Or death deprive me of; my wedded lord ! 
I come, with thee detetmin'd to endure 
The utmoft rigour of our angry ftars ; 
To join thee, fearlefs, in the grafp of death, 
And feek fome dwelling in a> world t>eyond-it. x 

EJfev. Too much, thou partner of this difmal 
hour, 
Thy genVous foul would prompt thee to endure. 
Nor can thy tender, trembling heart fuftain it. 
Long years of blifs remain in ftore for thee ; 
And fmiling time his treafures fhall unfold 
To bribe thy ftay ! 

Rut. Thou cruel comforter I 
Alas ! what's life, what's hated life to me : 
" Can aught beneath this ftarry hemifphere, 
" Which earth's extent, and nature's wealth can 

yield, 
" Which proud ambition ftretches to enjoy, 
" Or paffion paats for, recompenfe thy lofs ? 

< 
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Alas ! this univerfe, this goodly frame, 
Shall all as one continued curfe appear. 
And every object blaft, when thou art gone. 

EJex. Oh, ftrain not thus the little ftrength Pre 
left, 
The weak fupport that holds up life, to bear 
A few fhort moments more, its weight of woe, 
Its lofs of thee. Oh, turn away thofe eyes, 
Nor with that look melt down my fix'd refolve ; 
And yet a little longer let me gaze 
On that lov'd form. Alas ! I feel my fight 
Grows dim, and reafon from her throne retires } 
For pity's fake, let go my breaking heart, 
And leave me to my fate. 

Rut. Why wilt thou ftill 
Of parting talk, fince life its thoufand gates 
Unbars to let us through together ? " Death 
" Is but a ftep that reaches to eternity. " 
Oh, that the friendly hand of Heav'n would fnatch 
Us both at once, above the diHant ftars, 
Where fortuned venom'd (hafts can never pierce, 
Nor cruel queens deftroy ! — " Nay, look not fo." 

Effex. The awful Searcher, whofe impartial eye 
Explores the fecrets of each human heart, 
And every thought furveys, can witnefs for me. 
How clofe thy image clings around my foul : 
Retards each riling wifh, and draws me back 
To life, entangled by that lov'd idea. 
When fell neceffity thofe ties mail break, 

For quickly break they muft when I from eartfc 

On faith's white angel wings to Heaven fhall foar> 
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"hy lading form (hall ftill my mind pofTefs, 
Vhere blifs fupreme each faculty o'erwhelms, 
Lnd raptur'd angels glow. 

Lieut. My lord, " the time 

Too ftr is ftretch'd ;" it now grows late. 

Ejffex. Lead on. 

Rut, Stay, ftay, my lore ! my deareft, dying lord! 
Lh> whither wouldft thou go ? Ah, do not leave me f 
Lias ! I'll haften to attend your flight ; 
Lnd nature gives confent we fhould not part. 

feel each faculty for fate prepare, 
lnd my quick foul wou'd fain fet out before you. 

Oh, precious pangs ! — Oh, dear diftrefs ! ftill 
" clofer 
" To thy quick throbbing heart let mine complain, 
" And on thy labouring bofom breathe my laft !" 

[Faints. 

Effex. Thou finking excellence ! thou matchlefs 
woman ! 
hall fortune rob me of thy dear embrace, 
)r earth's whole pow'r, or death divide us now ! 
kay, ftay, thou fpotlefs, injur'd faint, and take — —* 

Lieut. My lord, already you have been indulg'd 
Jeyond what I can warrant by my orders. 

EJfex. Oh, let me on her dying bofom fall, 
Embrace her fpotlefs form ! — One moment more 

Afford me to my forrows Oh, look there ! 

'ou'd bitter anguifh pierce your heart, like mine, 
Tou'd pity now the mortal pangs I feej, 
The throbs that tear my vital firings away, 
tad reai my agonizing foul. 
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Lieut: My lord 

Effex. But one fhort moment, and I will attend. 
Ye facred minifters that virtue guard, 
And fhield the righteous-in the paths of peril, 
Reftore her back to life, and lengthen'd years 
Of joy ; dry up her bleeding forrows all ! 
Oh, cancel from her thoughts this difmal hour, 
And blot my image from her fad remembrance !' 

'Tis done. 

And now, ye trembling cords of life, give way: 
Nature aud time, let go your hold ; eternity 
Demands me.. [Exeunt EfTex and Lieutenants 

" Woman. She returns to life ; fee-! helj> !" 

Rut. Where has my loft, benighted foul been wan*- 
d'ring? 
What means this mift that hangs about my mind£ 
Through which reflection's painful eye difcerns 
Imperfect forms, and horrid fhapes of woe ?' 
The cloud difpels, the (hades withdraw, and all 
My dreadful fate appears. — Oh, where's my lord; 
My life ! my Effex ! Qh, whither have they ta?en» 
him? 

Enter Qu e e n and Attendants. 

$h* To execution ! Fly with light'ning's wing,. 
And fave him. " Ha ! by whofe command was 

this ? 
" Stop, ftop the fetal blow. — My fears were true." 
[.Exit onevfthe attendants. . 
JRut. Thou faving angel, fent from Heavn ! my 
queen, 
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My gracious queen, " be quick ! — the bloody Bur- 
leigh ! 
" A moment may deftroy him ! Stretch thy arm, 
" Defend, defend!" O, fnatch him from die blow I : 
Preferve my hufband ! " O, Elizabeth, 
u Look down upon me. Angels move her heart 
" To pity ; fave him, fave him, gracious queen !•" 

<%u. Be calm, he fliaJl not die* Rife up. I came 
To fave his life. 

Rut. Tis mercy's voice that fpeaks. 
My EiTex (hall again be mine. My queen, 
My bounteous, gracious queen, has faid the word. 
May troops of angels guard thy facred life, 
And, in thy lateft moments, waft thy foul 
To meet that mercy in the realms of joy, 
Which now thy royal goodnefs grants to me t 

Enter Burleigh. 

Bur. Madam, your orders came, alas ! too late. 
Ere they arriv'd the axe had fallen on EfTex. 

Rut. Ha ! dead ! What hell is this that open*, 
round me ? 
What fiend art thou that draws the horrid fcene ? 
Ah, Burleigh I bloody murd'rer, where's my huf- 
band ! 
" Oh ! where's my lord, my EfTex ?" 
Deftru&ion feize and madnefs rend my brain ! 
See, fee, they bend him to the fatal block ;, 
Now* now the horrid axe is lifted high, 
It falls, it falls; he bleeds, he. bleeds \ b&die&l 



^ 
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j£fc. Alas, her forrows pierce my fitfering heart 

Rut. Eternal difcord-, tear the focial world, 
" And nature's laws diflblve ! expunge, erafe 
" The hated marks of time's engraving hand,, 
•* And every trace deftroy !" Arife, defpair, 
4< Aflert thy rightful claim," pofTefs me all ! 
Bear, bear me to my murder'd lord,, to clafp 
His bleeding body ifl my dying arms, 
And in the tomb embrace his dear remains, 
And mingle with his duft for ever. [.Eafc 

$>u. Haplefs woman ! 
She (hall henceforth be partner of my forrows ; 
And we'll contend who moft fhall weep for EfTex. 
Oh, quick to kill, and ready to deftroy, [To Bur. 
Cou'd no pretext be found, no caufe appear, 
To lengthen mercy out a moment more, 
And ftretch the fpan of grace ? Oh, cruel Burleigh I 
This, this was thy dark work, unpitying roan ! 

Bur. My gracious miftrefs, blame not thus my 
duty, 
My firm obedience to your high command. 
The laws condemn 'd him firft to die ; nor think. 
I flood between your mercy and his life. 
It was the lady Nottingham, not I. • 
Herfelf confefs'd it all in wild defpair, 
That from your majefty to EfTex fent, „ 

With terms of proflferM grace, (he then receivM 
From his own hand a fatal ring, a pledge 
It feems of much importance, which the earl , 
With earneft fuit, and warm entreaty begg'd her 
fhe would prize Ids i\fe» to %We ^our majefty. 

this fhe faiVd— In tixv^ tot, twaAw? ^ESkr>. 



Lct V. THE EARL OP ESSEX. 313 

§>u. Oh, barbarous woman ! 
Surrounded ftill by treachery and fraud ! 
1 What bloody deed is this ! Thou injur'd Effex I* 
tfy fame is foil'd to all fucceeding times : 
Jut Heav'n alone can view my breaking heart ; 
Then let its will be done. 
From hence, let proud, refitting mortals know 
The arm parental, and the indulgent blow 
To Heaven's corrective rod fubmiffive bend ; 
Adore its wifdom, on its power depend ; 
Whilft ruling juftice guides eternal fway, 
Let nature tremble, and let man obey. 




EPILOGUE. 



BY AN UNKNOWN HAND. 
Spoken originally by Mrs. Cibber. 



NEIVS ! News I good folks,, rare news, and you J 

know it* — 
Fvegot intelligence about our poet. 
Who do you think he is ? — Tou'll never guefs ; 
An Irifh 'Bricklayer \ neither more nor lefs. 
And how thefecrefs out, you cannot wonder, 
That in commencing hard he made a blunder*. 
Has he not left the better for the worfe,. 
In quitting foRd brick for empty verfe F 
Can he believe th* example of Old Ben, 
Who changed, tike him, the trowel for the pen^ 
Witt i§4£i favour move your critic bowels ? 
Ton rather wijh, mofl poets pern were trowels*. 
One man is honejl, fenftble, and plain, 
Nor has the poet made him pert in vain : 
No beau, no courtier, nor conceited youth ; 
But thenfo rude, he always fpeaks the truth :■ 
I told him he mujl flatter, learn addrefs, 
And gain the heart of forffe rich pair onefs : 
y TisJbe, faid I, your labours will reward,. 
If you hut join the bricklayer with the bard ; 

s4s thus Should fit be old and worfe for wear*. 

Xou mufi newcaje her y front toy and Tefcai* v 
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If crack' din fame, asfcarce to bear a touch, 
Tou cannot ufc your trowel then too much ; 
Infhort, whatever her morals, age, orflation, 
Plainer and white-waft in your dedication* 
Thus I advised — but he detefis the plan : 
What can be done withfuch afimple man ? 
A poet's nothing wotth and nought availing, 
■Unlefs he'll furni/b where (here is a failing. 
Authors in thefe good times are made and us'd, 
To grant thefe favours nature has refus'd. 
If he won't fib ', what bounty can he crave t 
We pay for what we want, not what we have.—* 
Nay, tho' ofev'ry blejjmg we haveflore, 

Our f ex wiH always wifh a little more. 

If he'll not bend his heart to this his duty, 
And fell, to who will buy, wit, honour, beauty 
TheJtricklayerflillfor him the proper trade is, 
Too rough to deal with gentlemen an&ladscs. 
\ Infhort, they'll all avoid him, and neglect him, 
Unlefs that you, his patrons, will protest him. 
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